Issue//  Weekly — Hi/  Subscription  $2.50  per  year  Entered  as  Second  Class  Mailer  at  the  New  York  Post  Office.  March  1,  1800,  by  Frank  Tousey 


NEW  YORK,  DECEMBER  23,  1904. 


Price  5  Cents. 


AH  at  once  he  saw,  standing  in  the  light,  the  figure  of  a  woman  dressed  in  a  loose  white  garment 
with  long  hair  hanging  down  her  hack.  Then  there  appeared  beside  her  a 
,  bulky  brown  object.  It  was  a  cinnamon  bear. 
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THE  BEADYS  AND  “BAD  BBZMBD” 


OR, 


The  Fight  for  the  Five  Forks 


BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


WARNED  BY  THE  BRADYS. 


The  “Three  Jugs’’  at  Savage  City  was  a  joint  in  every 
way  typical  of  the  “Wild  and  Woolly  West.” 

Jakey  Eppinger  ran  the  place  and  all  the  miners  in  and 
around  the  Lone  Horse  range  helped  him  by  their  everlast¬ 
ing  quarrels  among  each  other,  for  just  as  soon  as  one 
quarrel  was  settled  another  was  on,  and  after  each  there 
was  always  an  adjournment  to  “Jake’s  Three  Jugs,”  which 
meant  no  more  work  as  long  as  there  was  an  ounce  in  the 
dustbag. 

Jakey  got  the  dust  and  the  boys  got  the  “jig  water”  of 
the  Three  Jugs,  and  it  generally  ended  in  a  case  of  “jim- 
jams”  for  someone. 

And  so  it  went  year  in  and  year  out,  until  Captain  Dan 
Frazer  came  up  into  the  Lone  Horse  country  from  Helena 
and  started  up  the  Five  Forks  mine. 

With  Captain  Frazer  came  a  lot  of  expert  miners,  Cor- 
nishmen,  who  knew  their  business  and  wanted  to  work. 

The  coming  of  Cornishmen  into  an  old-time  mining 
camp  in  the  far  West  always  means  trouble,  and  Captain 
Frazer  got  his  share  of  it  right  away. 

Everybody  knew  that  nobody  had  done  a  handsturn  at 
the  Five  Forks  for  more  tl?an  two  years,  and  yet  the  man 
who  had  originally  located  the  claim  suddenly  put  in  an 
appearance  with  a  gang  behind  him  and  ordered  Captain 
Frazer  and  his  Cornishmen  to  quit. 

This  man  was  the  bully  of  the  region  and  a  person  very 
much  dreaded  as  a  deadshot  and  a  bold  defier  of  the  law. 

More  than  one  marshal  had  lost  his  life  in  trying  to 
bring  Bartholomew  Buzzard  into  line,  and  such  was  the 
which  he  was  held  that  no  marshal  nor  sheriff 
found  who  dared  tackle  the  man. 
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And  so  it  happened  that  when^BaJie 
always  called,  the  “Bad”  being  a  corriij1  hot 
doubt,  derived  naturally  from  the  man  s  \ 
to  Five  Forks  with  his  gang  behind  him, 
was  weak  enough  to  buy  him  off  for  $1,000.  ,  y  ^ 

This  was  the  beginning  of  trouble. 

For  awhile  Bad  Buzzard  kept  out  of  sight,  but  soon  he 
called  around  again,  demanded  another  thousand  and  got 
it,  leaving  behind  a  paper  waiving  all  further  rights  to  the 
claim. 

Feeling  secure  now,  Captain  Frazer  went  ahead  and  put 
in  machinery  at  a  heavy  expense. 

The  claim  proved  a  rich  one,  and  during  the  year  which 
followed  the  captain  did  very  well,  and,  having  organized 
his  company,  undertook  to  float  the  stock. 

During  this  year  nothing  was  heard  of  Bad  Buzzard, 
and  it  was  rumored  that  he  had  been  shot  in  Arizona. 

People  believed  this,  and  everything  was  going  smoothly 
when  one  fine  morning  the  Buzzard  swooped  down  upon 
Five  Forks  mine  again,  this  time  armed  with  a  dispossess 
warrant  which  he  had  obtained  from  some  judge  in  a  dis¬ 
tant  part  of  Montana. 

Of  course,  Captain  Frazer  refused  to  vacate  and  brought 
up  the  paper. 

But  this  Buzzard  denied  ever  having  signed,  and,  as  it 
proved,  the  man  who  had  witnessed  it  was  dead. 

A  fight  followed  and  the  Buzzards  were  defeated. 

An  injunction  was  procured  prohibiting  them  from  in¬ 
terfering  with  the  mine. 

Bad  Buzzard  now  took  up  his  quarters  in  Five  Forks 
Canyon  and  prevented  teams  from  going-  in  and  out  to  the 
mine,  shooting  horses  and  killing  men,  claiming  that  they 
were  trespassing  on  his  property,  thus  practically  throwing 
the  mine  into  a  state  of  siege. 

All  kinds  of  trouble  followed,  and  such  was  the  situation 
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THE  BRADYS  AMD  ‘‘BAD  BUZZARD.” 


on  the  afternoon  of  a  certain  day  in  October  some  two 
years  since  which  marks  the  beginning  of  our  story,  and 
having  completed  these  necessary  explanations,  we  will  now 
proceed  to  tell  the  rest. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  October  day  above  mentioned 
three  men  were  seated  together  on  the  piazza  of  the  Canyon 
House  at  Savage  City,  Montana. 

One  of  the  group  was  Jack  West^  the  landlord  of  the 
hotel,  and  his  companions  were  Captain  Dan  Frazer,  of  the 
Five  Forks  mine,  and  Terry  Spence,  a  big  strapping  miner, 
who,  since  the  renewal  of  the  troubles  at  Five  Forks  mine, 
had  served  as  the  captain  ihodyguard. 

“You  feel  sure  they’ll  come.  Cap?”  asked  Jack  West. 
They  won’t  be  going  l^Bfon  you  now?” 

“ Certainly* wa^We  reply.  “The  Bradys  are  the 

prompt  in  their  engagements. 
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it  ar’  yet,”  said  the  landlord. 
fas  they  make  ’em,  but  somehow 
m  to  holdups  none.” 
ther  ihat  is  so  or  not?”  questioned 
“There  have  been  several  holdups  by 
this  region  during  the  last  few  months, 
ho  knows  tnat  some  of  them,  if  not  all,  may  not  be  the 
work  of  Bad  Buzzard.  YMu  wouldn’t  like  to  bet  on  it  very 
heavy,  Mr.  West:” 

“Waal,  now,  I  shouldn't,  and  that’s  a  fact,”  replied  the 
landlord.  “Of  course  Bat’s  no  earthly  good;  they  say  he 
has  got  Tom  the  Tinker,  Billy  White  and  Big  Lally  with 
him  this  trip,  they  are  all  as  bad  as  they  make  ’em.  I 
don't  want  to  discourage  you  none,  Cap,  but  I  would  just 
like  to  ask  what  in  thunder  you  expect  these  here  detectives 
to  do  fer  yer,  anyhow?  The  man  don’t  live  who  dares  to 
arrest  Bad  Buzzard.  Blame  it  all,  you  know  that  just  as 
well  as  I  do.” 

“The  Bradys  will  dare  if  they  can  only  come  up  with 
him,”  replied  the  captain,  quietly.  “They  have  turned  this 
trick  a  hundred  times  before.  No  man  can  tell  how  they 
work,  for  they  never  work  twice  the  same  way,  but  some¬ 
how  or  another  they  always  get  there  just  the  same.” 

“And  that's  why  you  are  bringing  thqm  all  the  way  from 
New  York?” 

“Y"es,  sir;  to  put  an  end  to  this  everlasting  fight  for  Five 
Forks  mine,  and  they’ll  do  it,  too,  remember  what  I  say. 
The  only  thing  1  hope  is  that  no  rumor  of  my  intention  has 
reached  Buzzard's  ears.  If  he  is  onto  my  latest  move  he 
may  make  trouble  for  me  by  heading  off  the  Bradys  before 
they  can  get  down  to  their  work.” 

“Just  so,”  said  the  landlord.  “Waal,  we'll  know  inside 
of  an  hour,  for  then  the  stage  will  be  in.  Won't  you 
lickor.  Captain?  I'm  sure  1  wish  you  every  success,  for  I 
hai n’t  forgetting  that  I  hold  stock  in  Five  Forks  mine.” 

“No,  I  won't  drink  a  drop  until  this  business  is  over," 
replied  Captain  Frazer.  “What  a  noise  they  are  making 


over  at  the  Jugs!  One  would  think  they  were  going  to  rip 
the  place  to  pieces.  Who  have  they  got  in  there,  anyway?” 

“Oh,  I  don't  know  who  they  are,”  replied  Jack  West. 
“It’s  a  lot  of  follows  who  came  into  town  about  an  hour 
before  you  did.  They  were  a  rough-looking  lot;  all  stran¬ 
gers  to  me.” 

“  Is  that  so  ?  We  have  enough  of.  their  kind  up  here  in 
the  Lone  Horse  country  without  getting  in  any  new  ones; 
but  who  have  we  here?” 

Two  horsemen  had  suddenly  appeared  at  the  top  of  the 
hill  on  the  Missoula  trail,  and  now  came  galloping  down 
toward  the  town. 

They  were  an  ill-assorted  pair,  as  far  as  appearance  went. 

One  was  a  tall,  old  man  with  a  heavy  grey  beard,  while 
his  companion  was  a  young  fellow  dressed  like  a  miner,  but 
not  looking  the  part  on  account  of  his  slight  build. 

“More  strangers,”  said  Terry  Spence. 

“Good  for  your  business,  West,”  added  the  captain. 

“There’ll  be  blamed  little  business  in  them  fellers  for 
me,”  growled  the  landlord.  “Moron  likely  they  are  going 
on.” 


But  the  two  travelers  were  not  g'oincr  on.  / 
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On  the  contrary,  they  turned  their  horses  into  the  hotel- 
yard  and  rode  directly  up  to  the  barn. 

The  party  on  the  piazza  paid  little  attention  to  them. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  two  came  up  the  steps  and  en¬ 
tered  the  hotel. 

Mr.  West  went  behind  his  desk  to  attend  to  them. 

“Do  you  want  a  room,  gentlemen?”  he  asked. 

“Probably  we  shall  later,”  replied  the  older  man,  “bufc 
at  present  1  am  looking  for  one  Captain  Frazer,  whom  I 
understand  sometimes  comes  here.” 

“He  is  here  now,”  said  the  landlord.  “You’ll  find  him 
out  on  the  piazza.” 

The  old  man  took  out  his  memorandum-book  and  hastily 
scrabbling  a  few  lines,  tore  out  the  leaf,  enclosed  it  in  an 
envelope,  sealed  it  and,  addressing  the  envelope  to  Captain 
Dan  Frazer,  Savage  City,  handed  it  to  his  companion. 

“Now?”  inquired  the  young  man. 

“In  a  minute,”  was  the  reply.  “Landlord,  we  will  take 
a  room  and  I  will  go  up  to  it  at  once.” 

Jack  West’s  interest  in  the  travelers  increased,  for,  truth 
told,  business  was  very  slack  at  the  Canyon  House  just 
then. 


Assigning  the  pair  a  room  on  the  second  floor,  he  per- 
sonally  conducted  the  old  gentleman  to  it,  the  younger  man 

following  after  he  had  stepped  outside  and  placed  the  letter 
in  Captain  Frazer's  hands. 

By  the  time  West  got  down  the  stairs  again  Captain 
I- razor  was  standing  at  the  desk. 

“I  want  to  see  those  men  WoM?”  lm  i  i 

,  ....  un'  lie  said,  sharply. 

W  hat  room  did  you  give  them  ?” 

I  venty-three.  Be  them  the  Bradys,  Cap?” 

^  hat  name  did  they  register  under?” 

“llenrv  Brown  and  son.” 

to ‘ile  roomVl,l'y  kU0"'  th0ir  °"'n  1-11  *«M  «F 
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“It's  a  letter  written  by  one  of  Bad  Buzzard's  gang  to 
an  agent  employed  by  me  down  at  Missoula  to  investigate 
their  affairs.  \ou  perceive  that  these  men  intend  to  at¬ 
tack  your  mill  this  very  day  and  clean  out  your  bullion 
boxes.  Even  now  they  are  at  the  Three  Jugs  waiting  for 
the  time  to  come.” 


“It  will  be  well  enough  to  have  these  men  see  me  in  my 
usual  dress.” 

Then  and  there  Old  King  Brady  made  one  of  his  light¬ 
ning  changes  to  the  great  bewilderment  of  all  concerned. 

It  was  done  so  quickly  that  they  hardly  knew  how  he 
did  it. 


“And  this  letter  is  straight?” 

“Do  you  doubt  my  word,  sir?” 

“It's  no  use.  Doe.  It's  up  to  you  to  lend  a  hand  to  de¬ 
fend  your  own,”  said  the  captain.  “You  can’t  expect  us 
to  get  down  on  our  knees  and  beg  of  you  now.” 

“Gentlemen,”  said  the  doctor,  “you  have  me  eorraled, 
and  no  mistake.  I  have  just  got  to  go  in  for  this  thing. 
I  see  it  now.” 

“And  we  can  count  on  you?”  inquired  the  captain. 

“Yes.” 

“Have  you  arms?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

‘'‘Yes,  there  are  fifty  rifles  in  the  mill.” 

“And  how  many  men  can  you  muster?” 

“Thirty.  Now  what  is  the  programme?” 

“I  say  let  them  take  the  stage  without  interference.  We 
will  all  remain  here  and  when  they  come  down  upon  the 
mill  they  will  find  a  red-hot  reception  waiting  for  them.” 

“That  will  be  the  best,”  said  the  captain,  “and  now  let 
all  four  of  us  swear  that  we  will  all  aim  direct  for  Bad 
Buzzard  if  he  shows  himself  in  the  crowd.” 

“Fll  step  into  the  mill  and  arrange  it  with  the  men,” 
said  Dr.  Black. 

He  had  no  sooner  gone  than  Capt.  Frazer  drew  Old  King 
Brady  aside  and  handed- him  a  bit  of  paper  tightly  rolled 

up-  \  ' 

“A  boy  gave  me  this  as  ;I  was  coming  down  the  -street/’ 
he  said.  “It  occurred  to  me  that  it  might  be  from  your 
partner.”  - .  :  s.:: 

Old  King  Brady  unfolded  the  slip  and  read  as  follows: 

“  Governor — I  am  fight  in  with  the  Buzzard  gang. 
Thought  it  best  to  stop  there.  Don’t  look  for  me  to  turn 
up  short  of  Five  F^ks  mine,  I  am  going  away  with 
them  when  they  leave  town.” 

Old  King  Brady  handed  the  note  over  to  Captain  Frazer. 

“Yrou  see,  we  are  losing  no  time,”  he  said. 

“You  work  with  lightning  speed,”  replied  the  captain. 
“You  have  been  here  less  than  an  hour  and  one  of  you  is 
in  with  the  gang  already  while  the  other  has  forced  a  fight 
on  the  wretches,  or  will  do  so,  no  doubt.” 

“As  you  say.” 

“You  had  the  doctor  where  the  hair  was  short.” 

“That  comes  from  taking  hold  promptly.  My  wiring 
that  man  in  Missoula  before  I  left  New  York  has  borne 
good  fruit.” 

“I  should  say  it  had.  Brady,  you  are  a  slick  article.  The 
way  you  cut  in  here  ahead  of  the  stage  was  truly  great.  But 
hp-T*  come-  the  doctor.  I  think  he  wants  you.” 

“Corr^,  Mr.  Brady!  Let  me  introduce  you  to  the  men. 
You  ar*  to  arrange  this  affair  in  your  own  way>”  the  doctor 

called  out. 

“Fll  make  a  =light  change  first,”  said  the  old  detective. 


The  wonderful  old  blue  coat  was  juggled  with  and  be¬ 
came  the  genuine  article,  the  stock  and  standup  collar, 
style  of  1840,  suddenly  appeared  and  displaced  the  turn¬ 
down  collar  and  string  tie ;  the  old  white  hat  with  its  broad 
brim  came  out  of  some  mysterious  pocket,  was  shaken  into 
shape  and  placed  upon  the  detective’s  head. 

Thus  Old  King  Brady  was  himself  again,  and  even  the 
surly  doctor,  who  had,  of  course,  heard  much  of  the  doings 
of  the -old  detective,  was  duly  impressed. 

“It  is  wonderful  how  you  do  it!”  he  exclaimed. 

“  No  more  wonderful  than  the  wajAou  handle  gold  ores,” 
replied  the  detective.  “That's  your  bus"’ — this  is  mine.” 

“I. have  always 'understood  that  ihef)JjF^‘;e  two  of  you. 
Your  partner  is  not  with  you  this  trip  /T-  \ 

“On  the  contrary,  he  is  at  this  ve'7ie  7a^ut  with  Bad 
Buzzard’s  gang  pursuing  his  investigJL  ^  the  inside, 
and,  by  the  way,  in  case  he  joins  in  the  aft  I  must  take 
care  to  point  him  out  to  you,  for  I  am  not  particularly 
anxious  to  have  him  shot.” 

This  remark  had  scarcely  been  made  when  loud  shouts 
warned  them  that  something  was  going  forward  outside. 

Captain  Frazer  and  Old  King  Brady- hurried  to  the  door 
and  .looked  out. 

“The  stage  is  coming!”  cried  the  captain,  “and  the 
Buzzards  are  swarming  out  of  the  Three  Jugs  to  beat  the 
band.” 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE  HOLDUP. 


The  Missoula  stage,  which  ran  through  Savage  City,  was 
one  of  those  old-time  affairs  still  to  be  seen  in  many  remote 
districts  in  the  far  West. 

It  pulled  up  in  front  the  Canjxm  House  with  only  one 
passenger,  an  old  woman  with  many  bundles. 

As  the  driver  reined  in,  some  twenty  men  armed  with 
rifles  came  swarming  across  the  street  from  the  Three 
Jugs. 

They  were  a  tough-looking  gang,  and  no  mistake. 

Some  wore  the  usual  dress  of  miners,'  others  had  big 
hats  and  long  boots  and  looked  like  cowboys,  while  others 
still  in  point  of  clothes  were  little  better  than  tramps. 

“Hands  up!”  shouted  the  leader,  a  big,  brawny  fellow 
who  carried  his  rifle  slung  over  his  back  and  a  revolver  in 
his  hand. 

There  were  no  masks  used. 

None  of  these  men  belonged  in  the  Lone  Horse  region. 


6 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “BAD  BUZZARD” 


They  were  not  afraid  to  show  their  faces  where  they  were 
so  little  known. 

Captain  Frazer,  looking  cut  of  the  office  window  of  the 
mill,  informed  Old  King  Brady  that  Bad  Buzzard  was  not 
with  them,  and  that  the  big  man  was  known  as  “Tom  the 
Tinker.” 


Old  King  Brady,  on  his  part,  told  the  doctor  that  Harry 
wras  not  there. 

The  stage  driver  promptly  threw  up  his  hands  and  let 
the  lines  drop. 

The  men  on  the  Canyon  House  piazza  made  no  effort  to 
interfere. 

As  for  those  who  happened  to  be  on  the  street  at  the 
time,  they  promptly  got  under  cover. 

People  in  far  Western  towns  have  a  habit  of  strictly 

ijj 

minding  their  own  business  in  cases  like  this. 

The  old  woman  ^reamed,  but  more  with  rage  than 


fright. 

“Oh,  you 
your  coward 
one  poor  o 
dare !  Yo 
only  wish 
run !” 


,  nasty  robbers!”  she  cried.  “It’s  like 
or  twenty  of  you  to  come  out  against 
ke  me!  -Touch  them  bundles,  if  you 
ear  me  with  your  guns  and  pistols !  I 
was  alive  !  He’d  soon  put  you  on  the 


“Shut  up  your  head,  yon  old  witch!”  sneered  Tom  the 
Tinker.  “Do  you  s’pose  it's  you  we’re  after?  Come, 
driver,  speak  up.  Whar’s  the  rest  of  your  passengers?  You 
ought  to  have  an  old  man  and  a  young  one  on  board,  and 
we  want  them  both.” 

“I  hain’t  got  no  man,  old  or  young,  on  hoard  but  this 
hyar  wToman,”  drawled  the  driver,  “as  you  kin  see  for  yer- 
self  if  you  hain’t  blind,”  he  added,  “and  all  you  can  get 
out  of  me  you  can  put  in  yer  eye.  Even  if  you  take  the 
mailbag  I  shan't  show  fight.” 

“Didn’t  you  have  them  men  aboard  when  you  left  Mis¬ 
soula?  Brady  is  the  name.” 

“Yes,  I  did  have  them  aboard  when  I  left  Missoula, 
and  Brady  was  their  name,”  the  driver  drawled. 

“And  where  are  they  now?” 

“Blamed  if  I  know.” 

“Speak  out,  man,  or  I'll  blow  the  top  of  your  head  off!” 

“You  kin  blow  my  whole  head  off,  but  you  can’t  make 
me  tell  what  l  don’t  know.  Them  fellers  left  the  stage 
ten  miles  this  side  of  Missoula  and  took  two  horses  what  a 
feller  had  thar  ready  for  them.  Where  they  went  to  I 
don't  know,  for  l  hain't  seen  'em  since.” 

The  face  of  Tom  the  Tinker  was  a  sight  and  his  talk 
was  a  terror. 


“Oh,  you  horrid,  wicked,  nasty  man!  How  can  you 
swear  so!”  cried  the  old  woman.  “You’re  booked  for  the 
bad  place  when  you  die,  surest  thing.” 

The  Tinker  retaliated  in  the  usual  brave  fashion  of  his 

kind. 

He  drew  his  revolver  and  sent  a  shot  flying  over  the  old 
woman's  head;  “jest  io  skenr  her,”  he  declared. 

This  set  her  screaming,  and  in  her  recklessness  she 
threw  a  paper  bag  at  the  Tinker’s  head,  which  burst,  allow- ! 


iyg  six  strings  of  sausages  to  escape,  to  the  great  amuse¬ 
ment  of  the  rest  of  the  band. 

The  stagedriver  was  now  allowed  to  get  the  ihail  from 
the  frightened  postmaster,  who  had  been  hovering  in  his 
little  office  next  to  the  Canyon  House. 

Meanwhile,  Tom  the  Tinker  and  several!  others  marched 
into  the  oflice  of  the  Canyon  House  with  drawn  revolvers. 

“We  want  Captain  Dan  Frazer!”  announced  the  Tinker, 
stalking  up  to  the  desk.  ^ 

Landlord  Jack  West  was  at  his  place  behind  the  desk. 

Anyone  could  have  seen  him  give  the  Tinker  the  wink, 
and  he  thought  he  was  very  sly  about  it,  too. 

“Cappy  Frazer  hain’t  hyar  none!"  he  said.  “Last  I 
seen  of  him  he  was  going  towards  the  mill  with  an  old  pros¬ 
pector  who  came  riding  into  town  along  with  his  son  awhile 
ago.” 

This  was  enough  to  start  the  Tinker' and  his  gang  out 
of  the  hotel. 

There  could  be  no  doubt  about  the  understanding  be¬ 
tween  him  and  Landlord  West. 

The  gang  now  gathered  in  front  of  the  Three  Jugs  and 
a  long  confab  was  held. 

Old  King  Brady  and  his  companions  watched  them  out 
of  the  window  of  the  office. 

The  old  detective  had  his  force  all  ready  and  his  arrange¬ 
ments  all  made. 

At  every  window  of  the  mill  where  the  bridge  was  com¬ 
manded  men  had  been  posted  armed  with  Winchester  rifles. 

In  all  quartz  mills  and  smelting  works  in  lonely  regions 
in  the  far  West  arms  are  thus  kept  ready  for  immediate 
use. 

Dr.  Black  moved  about  nervously. 

“What  is  to  be  done,  Brady,  in  case  they  attack  the 
office?”  he  asked.  “ Have  you  made  no  provision  for  that?” 

“We  shall  have  to  defend  ourselves  as  best  we  can,  that's 
all,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “but  it  won’t  come  to  that, 
I  think.” 


“Aren’t  you  going  to  stop  in  the  mill  along  with  the 
men?”  the  doctor  then  demanded. 

“  Not  necessary  ;  I  have  given  them  full  instructions.” 
“But.  will  they  carry  them  out?” 

“ Doctor, vyou  ought  to  know  your  own  men.” 

“Upon  my  word,  Im  about  as  little  acquainted  with 
them  as  anyone  can  be.  T  pay  them  the  highest  wages,  but 
I  never  mix  with  them.” 


l  ney  are  as  nne  a  lot  ot  fellows  as  I  have  seen  in  som 
time.  I  have  no  fears  as  to  the  result.” 

The  doctoi  bustled  away  into  the  mill,  but  for  wha 
purpose  Old  King  Brady  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  ast 

He  s  a  queei  man,  said  Captain  Frazer.  “  You  mustn* 
mind  him,  Brady.” 

7  V 

‘•T  wasn’t  even  thinking  of  him  just  then.”  replied  Oh 
King  Brady.  “1  want  to  say  to  you.  Mr.  Frazer,  that  nov 
is  our  time  to  make  a  start  for  Five  Forks  mine,  in  ease  w 
win  out  in  this  fight,  as  T  have  no  doubt  will  he  the  case.' 

“I  am  ready:  only  thing  is,  can  we  got  through  Lorn 
anyon.  Bad  Buzzard  has  it  well  guarded.  I  was  sho 
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at  live  times  when  1  came  out,  and  had  to  ride  for  my 
life." 

-If  we  eoHld  get  ahead  of  them  now.” 

“It  would  be  great,  but  it  is  impossible.” 

“Is  there  no  way  of  going  over  the  mountains  and  so 
avoiding  the  canvon?” 

V_?  ft/ 

“There  is  a  way;  it  is  very  much  shorter  but  terribly 
rough.  1  don't  know  it  myself.” 

“\ou  do,  though,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  turning  sud¬ 
denly  on  Terry  Spence.  “1  can  read  it  in  your  face.” 

“Boss,  1  wouldn’t  go  that  road  ag’in  not  for  all  the  gold 
in  Five  Forks  mine,”  replied  Terry,  with  a  shudder. 

“Indians?”  asked  the  detective. 

“Ghosts,”  said  Captain  Frazer.  “Come,  Terry,  it's  up 
to  you  to  explain.” 

“Not  now!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “Look!  They  are 
on  the  move !” 

The  gang  had  just  started  away  from  the  Jugs. 

Led  by  Tom  the  Tinker,  they  were  advancing  toward 
the  bridge  which  spanned  the  stream. 

Old  King  Brady  touched  an  electric  button  and  a  loud 
gong-bell  rang  out  through  the  mill. 

This  was  the  signal  agreed  upon. 

“Now  then.  Cap  !  And  you,  Terry !”  the  detective  cried. 
“Where  in  thunder  is  the  doctor?  Well,  never  mind,  let 
him  go !” 

Thus  saying,  Old  King  Brady  threw  up  the  window  and 
the  three  rifles  covered  the  bridge. 

The  outlaws  did  not  realize  what  was  going  forward  in 
the  mill,  however. 

Both  in  the  office  and  at  the  other  windows  those  on 
guard  kept  well  back  out  of  sight. 

An  instant  before -the  outlaws  reached  the  bridge  Old 
King  Brady  sounded  his  gong  again. 

Then  thirty  rifles  spoke. 

So  well  had  all  been  arranged  that  the  volley  came 
almost  as  a  simultaneous  explosion. 

It  was  a  complete  surprise. 

Many  of  the  gang  must  have  felt  the  wind  of  the  bullets, 
for  Old  King  Brady  had  ordered  that  the  fire  be  directed 
close  over  their  heads. 

It  was  not  intended  then  to  shoot  to  kill. 

“Bv  thunder!  they  are  onto  us  already!'’  Old  King 
Brady  heard  Tom  the  Tinker  shout,  and  the  disorderly 
line  wavered  and  fell  back. 

“Again,  gentlemen!”  cried  the  old  detective,  and  once 
more  he  sounded  his  gong. 

Then  a  second  volley  followed  the  first. 

The  gang  threw  up  their  rifles  and  returned  fire  in  de¬ 
fiance. 

Of  course,  it  was  mere  bluff. 

Even  as  they  fired  they  turned  and  fled  back  towards  the 
/ugs. 

“You  have  them  beat,  Brady!”  cried  Captain  Frazer. 
“Toi-  thing  ought  to  be  followed  up!” 

“  \'o*  let  them  go,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “They’ll 
j.t*  a f tack  fV:  mill  this  trip,  that’s  one  thing  sure.” 


“They  are  on  the  move!”  cried  Dr.  Black,  hurrying  in. 
“We  have  won !” 

“Just  as  surely  as  you  would  have  lost  if  you  had  not 
had  your  warning!”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Now  I 
want  my  pay !” 

“Pay!”  stammered  the  doctor.  “How — how  much  do 
you  claim  ?” 

“Have  you  horses  here?” 

“Why,  yes;  there  are  horses  in  the  barn  beyond  the  mill.” 

“You  can  manage  your  own  affairs  now,”  said  the  de¬ 
tective.  “Captain,  we  must  not  think  of  going  back  to 
the  hotel.  We  must  take  to  the  road  at  once.” 

“I  am  ready,”  replied  the  captain,  promptly. 

“Where  do  you  suppose  their  horses  are?” 

“There  is  a  big  barn  behind  the  Three  Jugs.  There,  no 
doubt.” 

“Then  there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose.  If  we  can  get  a 
start  it  is  what  we  want.” 

“You  can  have  the  horses,”  said  Dig  BWck.  “1  suppose 
you  will  return  them  sometime.”  ,r] 

“Either  the  horses  or  their  cash  valu^e  mail  come  back 
to  you  if  I  live,  Dr.  Black,”  replied  Old, ¥  Jg  Brady.  “Show 
us  the  way  to  the  barn.” 

“The  gang  is  getting  in  behind  the  Jugs,”  announced 
Terry.  “They  are  after  their  horses,  sure.” 

And  so  they  were,  but  Old  King  Brady,  Captain  Frazer 
and  Terry  Spence  got  the  start  of  them  all  right. 

Suddenly  they  came  dashing  down  the  hill  from  the  mill 
barn  and  went  flying  along  the  road  which  led  back  into 
the  Lone  Horse  range. 

“By  thunder,  Brady!  you  managed  that  job  most  beau¬ 
tifully  !”  exclaimed  Captain  Frazer,  after  they  were  well 
under  way.  “We  have  got  the  start  of  them  after  all.” 

“It’s  easy  when  you  know  flow  to  do  it.  We  shall  be 
followed  all  right,  though.” 

“We  are  being  followed  now,”  said  Terry. 

“Ha!  Your  ears  are  sharper  than  mine!"  exclaimed 
Old  King  Brady.  “Yes,  it  is  so.  I  hear!” 

“We  shall  have  to  ride  hard  to  keep  ahead  of  them,” 
said  Captain  Frazer. 

“We  shall  take  the  mountain  trail,”  replied  the  old  de¬ 
tective,  determinedly. 

“Not  for  me,”  Terry  declared. 

“How  much  shorter  is  it?” 

“Ten  miles !” 

“Captain,  do  you  know  the  way?” 

“I  don’t,”  replied  the  captain.  “Terry  does,  though.” 

“It  will  take  us  right  to  Five  Forks  mine?” 

“Yes.  Come,  Terry.” 

“Cap!” 

“You’ll  have  to.” 

“And.  the  trouble?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady,  when 
Terry  made  no  reply. 

“That  ar’  road  is  haunted,  an’  that’s  all  thar  is  about  it,” 
growled  the  guide. 

“I’ll  take  care  of  the  ghosts.  Do  we  strike  in  on  the 
haunted  part  after  dark?” 
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“We  do,  boss.  It  ain't  no  joke,  neither.” 

“No,  it's  the  ghost  of  a.  buck-toothed  bear,  Brady,”'  said 
Captain  Frazer.  “All  kinds  of  fearful  stories  have  been 
told  about  the  monster,  it  seems.” 

“It's  no  joke;  it's  real,”  said  Terry. 

“If  it's  a  real  ghost  I  should  like  nothing  better  than 
to  come  up  against  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Where  do 
we  turn  off  to  strike  this  mountain  trail?” 

“Right  ahead  here,”  growled  Terry. 

“Well,  you  make  the  turn,”  said  the  detective. 

“You’ll  have  to,  Terry,”  added  Captain  Frazer. 

“Waal,  I  s’pose  it's  up  to  me,”  Terry  growled. 

“Don't  you  feel  the  least  bit  worried  about  your  partner, 
Brady?”  demanded  Captain  Frazer. 
f  “Not  in  the  least,”  was  the  reply.  “Harry  is  able  to 
take  care  of  himself  under  any  circumstances.  We  shall 
surely  hear  from  him  at  the  right  time  and  find  that  ho  has 
been  doing  good  work,  too.” 

“We  turn  hete,”  said  Terry,  pointing  to  a  clump  of 
bushes  on  their  ®fc. 

The  turn  was  ^Bckly  made. 

The  bushes  wm^sc  thick  that  Old  King  Brady  saw  that 
they  were  now  completely  hidden  from  anyone  passing  on 
the  road. 

“Wait  here  and  see  them  go  by,”  said  the  detective.  “I 
want  to  size  those  fellows  up  and  see  who  I  have  to  deal 
with.” 

“Suppose  they  take  the  mountain  trail?”  suggested  the 
captain. 

“  Then  it’s  fight,  but  we’ll  take  our  chances  on  that,"  re¬ 
plied  Old  King  Brady. 

Then  they  halted,  and  presently  they  saw  the  gang  go 
riding  by. 

They  were  a  determined-looking  set  of  fellows  and  as 
rough  as  they  make  them,  even  out  in  the  wilds  of  Mon¬ 
tana. 

Young  King  Brady,  however,  was  not  among  them. 

Captain  Frazer  declared  that  Bad  Buzzard  was  missing, 
too. 

“So,’?  said  Old  King  Brady  as  they  dashed  past,  “that’s 
the  Buzzard  gang,  is  it  ?  Well,  they  have  shown  themselves 
easy  ones  so  far.  Let  them  go  their  way  and  we  will  pro¬ 
ceed  to  tackle  the  mountain  trail  and  to  interview  the 
ghost  of  the  buck-toothed  bear.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HARRY  AND  “JIM.” 

It  was  not  altogether  unusual  for  Young  King  Brady  to 
pull  away  from  his  chief  in  this  fashion. 

Sometimes  the  Bradys  work  together  on  their  cases  from 
start  to  finish. 

On  the  other  hand,  they  are  quite  as  apt  ft)  pull  apart 


and  stay  apart  if  occasion  calls  for  it,  each,  in  that  case, 
working  in  his  own  way. 

Harry  had  acted  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  in  thus  sep¬ 
arating  from  his  chief  and  the  how  and  why  of  it  must 
now  be  told. 

When  Young  Brady  got  downstairs  and  on  the.  hotel 
piazza  he  saw  four  men  peppering  away  at  each  other  in 
the  middle  of  the  road  in  front  of  the  Three  Jugs. 

All  were  too  drunk  to  do  anything  like  straight  aiming, 
and  the  result  would  have  been  just  one  of  those  ridiculous 
wastes  of  powder  so  common  in  these  far  Western  shooting 
affrays  had  they  been  left  to  themselves,  but  just  then  a 
big,  strapping  fellow  very  much  under  the  influence  of 
liquor  came  reeling  out  of  the  Jugs  and  “butted”  right 
into  the  fight. 

He  got  a  bullet  lodged  in  his  carcass  in  no  time  and  down 
he  went  in  the  road. 

All  four  men,  abandoning  their  own  quarrel,  jumped 
upon  him,  and  it  would  have  been  all  up  with  the  fellow 
if  Harry  had  not  dashed  down  the  steps  and  run  out  into 
the  road  shouting : 

“Four  to  one  !  Four  to  one !  That  don’t  go !  Don't  be 
cowards,  boys!  You  leave  that  fellow  alone!” 

It  did  not  seem  as  if  they  meant  to  shoot  the  fallen  man. 

They  took  it  out  in  calling  him  names  and  kicking  him 
about  as  he  lay  there  helpless  in  the  road. 

“Fight  fair !  Fight  fair,  boys !”  cried  Harry,  running 
right  in  among  them  without  drawing  his  revolver. 

The  men  around  the  Three  Jugs  cheered. 

“Bully  for  the  little  feller!”  they  shouted.  “Don't  you 
hurt  him  or  we’ll  butt  in,  too !”  ■* 

“What  the  deuce  business  is  it  of  yours?”  demanded  one 
of  the  toughs,  turning  on  Harry  then.. 

“Four  to  one,  that’s  every  fellow’s  business!”  Harry 
cried. 

“It  is,  hey?  Who  in  time  are  you?” 

“Never  you  mind,”  retorted  Harry,  and  he  bent  down 
over  the  fallen  man. 

The  four  brawlers  pulled  away  then  and  went  back  into 
the  Jugs. 

Meanwhile,  the  man  on  the  ground  had  never  uttered  a 
word. 

One  might  have  supposed  him  dead  for  all  the  movement 
he  made,  and  his  eyes  were  closed,  too;  but  as  Harry  bent 
over  him  they  were  slightly  opened  and  the  man  whispered : 

“You  stick  to  me,  boy.  You  help  me  out  of  this  and  it 
will  be  the  best  day’s  work  you  ever  done.” 

“I’m  ready  to  see  you  through,”  replied  Harry. 

And  he  had  reason  for  this. 


He  had  already  made  a  discovery  about  this  man  which 
showed  him  that  he  was  not  wasting  time*  in  these  moves. 

So  he  helped  him  to  sit  up  and,  calling  to  the  loafers 
from  the  Three  Jugs  who  came  crowding  around,  he  £ot  all 
the  help  he  wanted. 


“Carry  me  into  Billy  Darby’s,”  said  the  man,  naming  a 

saloon  a  little  below  the  Three  Jugs  on  the  same  side  of 
flip  wav. 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “BAD  BUZZARD.” 


They  carried  him  into  the  place  between  them  and  laid 
him  on  a  bed  in  a  dirty  little  room  "upstairs. 

The  man  thanked  the  fellows  who  had  helped  to  do  the 
lifting.  ; 

“Leave  me  with  my  partner  now,”  he  said.  “He’ll  do 
the  rest.” 

He  was  one  of  the  coolest  hands  Harry  had  ever  seen. 

As  soon  as  the  men  had  left  the  room  he  rolled  over  and 
sat  upon  the  bed. 

“Say,  bub,  what's  your  name?”  he  demanded. 

“Harry,"  was  the  reply. 

“Harry  what?” 

“Harr}7  Harvey.” 

“Whar  you  from?” 

“I  belong  down  Cheyenne  way.  I’m  just  over  from 
Missoula  now.” 

“Stranger  hyar?” 

“Yes.  I  never  was  here  before  in  my  life.” 

The  man  appeared  to  reflect  for  a  moment. 

“You  saved  my  life  all  right,”  he  muttered  at  last. 

“  Oh,  I  don't  know  about  that,”  said  Harry. 

“You  did.  I  was  drunk  when  I  went  butting  in  thar, 
but  I'm  sober  now.” 

“Yes;  hadn’t  you  better  let  me  .get  a  doctor,  if  there  is 
one  in  this  town?  You  have  been  shot  somewhere  in  the 
side.  Don’t  you  see  your  pants  are  covered  with  blood?” 

“I  know.  I've  got  a  bullet  in  my  thigh.  That's  no  great 
matter.  You  can  get  it  out  if  you  will  do  as  I  tell  yon.” 

“I  certainly  will.” 

“Go  downstairs  and  fetch  up  a  pint  of  whisky.  I’ll  be 
ready  for  you  when  you  get  back.  Swar  you’ll  never  tell 
what  you  are  going  to  find  out,  then.” 

“I  swear.” 

“Right.  Now  go  on.” 

Harry  left  in  a  hurry,  and  it  was  while  the  whisky  was 
being  drawn  into  the  bottle  that  he  found  means  to  scribble 
the  note  to  Old  King  Brady  and  give  it  to  a  boy  who  was 
hanging  around  the  saloon,  with  instructions  to  give  it  to 
Captain  Frazer’s  man  across  at  the  Canyon  House  asking 
him  to  give  it  to  the  old  man  who  was  there  with  the  cap¬ 
tain  upstairs  in  the  hotel. 

As  Harry  gave  up  two  dollars  for  the  errand  he  felt 
pretty  sure  that  it  would  be  carefully  attended  to  as,  in 
fact,  it  would. 

He  then  returned  to  the  room  upstairs  armed  with  the 
bottle. 

The  man  Darby  who  kept  the  place  was  very  curious  and 
followed  him  up. 

“I  don’t  think  my  partner  wants  to  see  no  one,  boss,” 
Harry’  said,  in  a  loud  voice  as  they  reached  the  door. 

The  man  inside  heard  him. 

“That  you,  Harry?”  he  called  out. 

“Yes,”  replied  Harry.  “The  boss  of  this  house  is  with 
me,  too.” 

“Hey,  Darby,  I  don’t  want  anybody  in  here  but  that 
hov!”  the  man  called. 


“Don’t  you  need  a  doctor?”  shouted  Darby.  “I  don’t 
want  you  to  die  on  my  hands.” 

“No,  I  need  no  doctor.  Say,  Darby,  don’t  come  in.  I 
won’t  stand  for  it.  The  boy  will  hand  you  out  a  ten-spot 
to  cover  any  trouble  I  may  make  you.  Now,  mind  what  I 
say.” 

Darby  looked  doubtful. 

“What  in  time  has  come  over  Jim  Woods?”  he  demanded. 
“  Ton  may  be  his  partner,  but  I  never  saw  you  before.” 

“He’s  the  boss,”  said  Harry,  quietly.  “I’m  his  partner, 
all  right.  Hain’t  I,  Jim?” 

“Course  you  are,”  came  the  answer  over  the  transom. 
“Say,  Darby,  will  you  leave  a  feller  alone?” 

“If  you  don’t  want  my  help  I  shan't  force  it  onto  you,” 
replied  the  saloon-keeper. 

Harry  opened  the  door  and  went  in  then. 

He  was  prepared  for  the  change  in  the  appearance  of 
the  wounded  tough,  for  he  had  already  discovered  the  fact 
that  he  was  a  man  disguised. 

Slipping  the  ten-dollar  goldpiece  handed  him  out  to 
Darby,  Harry  once  more  locked  the  door. 

Wounded  the  man  certainly  was,  but  he  was  nevertheless 
quite  able  to  help  himself. 

Harry  found  him  stripped  to  his  undershirt. 

The  long  blonde  hair  which  had  been  his  most  marked 
feature  lay  on  a  chair  and  the  short-cropped  beard  be¬ 
side  it. 

The  face  of  the  man  now  entirely  answered  the  descrip¬ 
tion  which  Harry  had  received  in  Missoula  of  Bad  Buzzard. 

But  there  was  one  sure  sign  of  recognition,  and  this 
Harry  had  noticed  when  he  first  saw  the  fellow  lying  in 
the  road  and  perceived  that  he  wore  a  wig. 

The  lower  lobe  of  the  left  ear  was  missing. 

To  this  Young  King  Brady’s  attention  had  been  par¬ 
ticularly  called  at  Missoula. 

But  sUch  defects  are  common  in  the  far  West. 

Harry  probably  would  not  have  laid  so  much  stress  upon 
it  if  he  had  not  observed  the  man’s  wig  and  false  beard, 
which  another  less  observing  might  never  have  seen  at  all. 

And  this  wTas  the  reason  why  Young  King  Brady  had 
followed  his  adventure  up. 

He  had  suspected  from  the  first  that  the  man  was  Bad 
Buzzard. 

Now  he  was  sure  of  it  and  felt  perfectly  satisfied  with 
what  he  had  done. 

“You’re  hard  hit,”  he  exclaimed.  “You  are  bleeding 
terribly.” 

“Hang  it!  It’s  nothing.  Don’t  you  be  afraid  of  a  little 
blood,”  whispered  “Jim,”  as  we  shall  call  the  man,  since 
such  was  the  name  he  gave  himself. 

“Gimme  the  whisky,”  he  added.  “Hang  one  of  them 
pillow-cases  over  the  transom.  I  don’t  want  no  one  rub¬ 
bering  in.” 

Harry  did  as  he  was  told. 

Jim  drank  half  the  contents  of  the  bottle  and  then  Anna- 
himself  on  the  bed,  which  was  already  pretty  well  sat¬ 
urated  with  blood. 
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“  Feel  in  my  right-hand  pocket,  take  out  my  knife,  open 
the  blade  with  the  sharp  point  and  extract  the  bullet  from 
my  thigh,”  he  said.  ‘‘You  can  do  it,  Harry,  if  you  will 
only  keep  cool.” 

“But  can  you  stand  it?”  asked  Harry,  feeling  for  the 
knife. 

“I  must  stand  it.  Don't  you  fear  for  me.” 

And  stand  it  he  did  with  scarcely  a  groan. 

Harry  could  not  help  admiring  the  fellow’s  pluck. 

When  it  comes  to  cases  of  simple  surgery  Old  King 
Brady  is  a  perfect  expert,  and  Harry,  having  profited  by 
his  instructions,  is  not  far  behind. 

He  did  his  work  skillfully,  even  to  binding  up  the 
wound  and  checking  the  bleeding  by  means  of  lint. 

“Now  let  me  rest,”  said  Jim,  when  Young  King  Brady 
had  made  him  comfortable  on  the  bed. 

“I  suppose  you  are  wondering  what  that  wig  and  false 
beard  means?”  he  added,  looking  sharply  at  the  young  de¬ 
tective. 

“It’s  no  business  of  mine,”  replied  Harry. 

“Right.  I  think  you  are  the  real  thing.  Now,  do  you 
wrant  to  go  up  in  the  Lone  Horse  range  with  me?” 

“For  what?”  v 

“For  cash.  I’ll  put  money  in  your  pocket,  boy.  I’ll 
make  a  man  of  you  if  you’ll  stick  to  me.” 

“I  don't  mind.  I'm  clean  busted.  I've  got  to  do  some¬ 
thing,  I  suppose.’’ 

“Then  that’s  settled.  Now  listen  to  me.” 

“But  say,  you  can’t  ride  as  you  are.” 

“I  can’t,  hey?  You  don’t  know  me,  bov.  It  will  take 
a  worse  nip  than  this  to  knock  me  out.” 

“All  right.  It’s  up  to  you.” 

“Of  course  it  is,  and' you  have  only  got  to  do  as  I  tell 
you.” 

“I’m  ready.” 

“Get  down  on  the  street,  then,  and  watch  the  doings  of 
that  gang  in  the  Three  Jugs  next  door.  If  they  hold  up 
the  stage  and  take  out  an  old  man  and  a  young  fellow  come 
up  and  tell  me.  If  they  don’t  do  that,  hang  about  till  they 
do  something  definite  and  then  come  up  and  report.” 

Harry  obeyed,  and  thus  it  happened  that  he  was  a  wit¬ 
ness  to  the  ridiculous  holdup  of  the  Missoula  stage  and 
that  other  fizzle,  the  attack  on  the  mill. 

“I’m  right  in  with  Bad  Buzzard,  and  it’s  the  luckiest 
thing  that  ever  happened,”  he  said  to  himself.  “Some¬ 
thing  is  bound  to  come  of  it,  but  why  does  lie  go  about 
disguised  and  fight  with  his  own  men?” 

This  was  the  question  for  which  Young  King  Brady  had 
no  answer,  and  time  alone  could  bring  the  reply. 

After  the  retreat  of  the  gang  Harry  returned  to  the 
room. 

Darby  tackled  him  on  the  way,  but  got  no  satisfaction. 

When  Harry  knocked  on  the  door  Jim  opened  it  him¬ 
self. 

His  face  was  pale  and  he  seemed  to  be  suffering,  but  he 
was  perfectly  cool  and  seemed  to  be  sober  enough. 

TTp  bad  resumed  his  disguise  and  cleaned  up  his  clothes 


as  best  he  could.  Altogether,  he  showed  himself  ready  for 
business,  whatever  his  business  might  be. 

“Well,”  he  demanded,  “and  what’s  the  report?  Did  they 
hold  up  the  stage?” 

“Yes,  they  did,”  replied  Harry,  “but  there  was  no  one 
in  it  except  an  old  woman.”- 

“Is  that  so?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  suspected  it.” 

“Suspected  what?” 

“That  1  had  been  betrayed.” 

“I  don’t  understand  you.” 

“No;  I  know  you  don’t.  You  will  by  and  by,  perhaps. 
What  else  ?” 

“They  made  an  attack  on  the  smelting  works.” 

“Yes,  I  heard  the  firing.  Was  that  a  fizzle,  too?” 

“A  bad  one.  The  mill  men  were  all  ready  for  them  and 
fired  out  of  the  windows  before  they  had  a  chance  to  cross 
the  bridge.” 

“Anybody  killed?” 

“No.” 

“What  happened  then?” 

“They  didn’t  go  on  with  the  attack.  A  little  later  they 
got  horses  and  rode  out  of  town.” 

“Were  they  fired  at  when  they  crossed  the  bridge?” 

“No.  One  of  them  hollered  out:  ‘We’re  off.  Let  us 
go,  and  there  will  be  no  trouble !’  ” 

“Is  that  so?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  kind  of  a  looking  feller  was  he?” 

Harry  described  Tom  the  Tinker. 

“It  beats  the  band,”  was  all  the  answer  Jim  made,  and 
then  he  ordered  Harry  to  go  to  a  certain  barn  and  bring 
around  two  horses  which  he  would  find  there,  giving  him 
a  secret  word  to  pass  to  the  man  who  had  them  in  charge. 

This  word  served  to  open  the  way,  all  right. 

The  man,  without  even  asking  a  question,  saddled  the 
horses  and  turned  them  over  to  Young  King  Brady,  who 
rode  one  and  led  the  other  around  to  Darby’s  saloon. 

Jim  was  in  the  bar-room  talking  to  Darby, 
e  mediately  came  out  and,  with  Harry’s  help,  got 
into  the  saddle. 

He  seemed  to  suffer  terribly,  and  no  doubt  did,  but  never 
a  groan  escaped  him. 

“Ready,  boy?”  he  asked. 

“All  ready!”  replied  Harry,  vaulting  into  the  saddle. 

“Then  we’re  off.  Goodbv,  Darbv.” 

“So-long !”  growled  Darby  from  the  door.  “Say,  you're 
a  plucky  one.  Sometimes  pluck  means  luck.  Hope  you 
may  get  lots  of  it.” 

Jim  swayed  from  side  to  side  as  they  rode  off  towards  the 
bridge,  but  lie  soon  steadied  himself  and  showed  that,  no 
matter  what  pain  he  might  he  suffering,  there  was  no  weak¬ 
ness.  and  he  was  going  to  be  able  to  hold  his  own. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken  after  they  started,  and  when  they 
reached  the  clump  of  bushes  where  Old  King  Brady,  with 
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f  a  pram  Frazer  and  Terry  Spence  had  turned  aside  to  take 
the  mountain  trail,  Jim  did  the  same. 

Ihus,  without  being  aware  oi‘  it,  Harry  was  following 
close  at  the  heels  of  his  chief. 


CHAPTER  V. 

CAUGHT  IN  THE  MOUNTAINS.  ■ 

F 

The  first  mile  of  their  ride  through  the  bushes  led  Old 
King  Brady  and  his  companions  down  into  a  deep  hollow 
which  appeared  to  have  once  been  the  bottom  of  a  lake. 

Indeed,  the  land  was  still  swampy  and  thickly  overgrown 
with  the  same  sort  of  bushes  which  skirted  the  road. 

Passing  on,  the  party  came  to  the  foothills  of  the  Lone 
Horse  range,  and  passing  over  these  in  turn  and  then 
through  a  deep  valley  they  came  to  the  first  rise  of  the 
range. 

It  was  now  getting  well  on  in  the  afternoon,  and  as  Terry 
assured  them  that  the  ascent  to  follow  was  the  worst  part 
of  the  journey  and  should  be  accomplished  before  dark, 
they  pushed  straight  ahead,  taking  a  fearfully  steep  trail 
which  led  through  a  deep  gorge,  water-washed  in  the  moun¬ 
tain-side. 

Of  course,  progress  was  slow  now,  and  Old  King  Brady, 
seeing  a  good  opportunity  to  talk,  tackled  Terry  about  the 
buck-toothed  bear. 

“Waal,  I  dunno  as  Fve  got  nuthin’  to  say  about  it,” 
replied  Terry.  “It’s  generally  reckoned  bad  luck  to  talk 
about  the  b’ar.” 

“That’s  nonsense!”  snapped  Captain  Frazer.  “Fve 
heard  the  miners  at  Five  Forks  allude  to  the  creature  more 
than  once,  but  whenever  anyone  asks  about  it  they  get  no 
satisfaction.” 

“That’s  right;  so  they  don’t,”  growled  the  guide. 

“But  there’s  no  reason  for  such  nonsense,”  continued 
the  captain.  “Come,  Terry,  I’ve  always  taken  you  to  be  a 
man  of  sense  and  above  superstition.  Pitch  in  and  tell 
what  it’s  all  about.” 

Terry  pulled  out  a  plug  of  tobacco  and  bit  off  a  huge 
chew. 

“Waal,  boss,”  he  said,  “since  you  request  it,  I  reckon  as 
how  I  shall  hev  to  humor  yer,  but  mark  my  words,  it  will 
brin?  bad  luck  jest  the  same.” 

“Nonsense,  nonsense!”  cried  the  captain,  “go  ahead  and 
tell  your  story.  Come,  now  !” 

“One  moment,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  I  under¬ 
hand  that  we  are  to  reach  Five  Forks  mine  to-night?” 

“We  ought  to  get  thar  at  midnight,”  replied  Terry,  “but 
the  travelin’  over  this  hvar  mountain  in  the  dark  is  goin’ 
to  be  an  almighty  tough  job,  and  besides  thar’s  the  b’ar.” 

“That’-  enough,”  cried  Captain  Frazer.  “Tough  or  not, 
we  nut  it  through.” 

“About  the  b’ar,”  began  Terry,  “the  story  is  this:  Tn 
(  r-1  v  da  -  in  Montana  jest  after  the  civil  war,  when  this 


country  was  fust  beginning  to  be  opened  up,  thar  come  a 
man  hyar  by  the  name  of  John  Collins,  who  was  a  hunter 
and  trapper  from  ’way  back.  He  located  at  ther  five  forks 
of  Lone  Horse  crick,  right  about  wliar  your  mine  is  now, 
Cap,  and  thar  he  built  a  hut  and  thar  he  lived  with  one 
darter,  a  beautiful  gal  of  twenty  or  thereabouts.  I’ve 
heered  tell  as  how  she  was  so  blamed  handsome  that  even 
the  coyotes  would  stop  to  admire  her  and  never  budge  none 
while  Collins  plugged  ’em.  Some  say  she  had  a  way  of 
charming  animals,  but  be  that  as  it  may,  she  slipped  up 
at  last.” 

“Interesting,”  said  the  captain,  “but  I  don’t  believe 
one  word  of  it,  just  the  same.  Go  on.” 

“Waal,  sir,”  continued  Terry,  “things  went  on  that  way 
for  three  or  four  years,  when  one  day  along  come  a  young 
Indian  buck  and  began  to  make  love  to  the  gal.  What  his 
name  was  I  dunno,  but  it  had  a  b’ar  into  it — Jumpin’  B’ar, 
or  Squattin’  B’ar,  or  something  like  that.  So  as  I  was 
a-saying  what  does  he  do  but  fall  in  love  with  the  gal.” 

“Quite  romantic,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady,  as  Terry 
paused  and  showed  no  particular  sign  of  resuming;  “but 
that  isn't  all  the  story,  I  suppose?” 

‘“No,  that  isn’t  all  of  it,”  replied  Terry.'  “The  wust  is 
to  come.  I  don’t  like  to  tell  it,  for  I’ve  always  heard  tell 
that  it’s  dead  bad  luck  even  to  speak  of  it,  but  since  Cap 
insists,  I  s’pose  it’s  gotter  be.” 

“Go  on!  Go  on!”  cried  the  captain.  “I'll  take  all  the 
bad  luck  on  my  shoulders.” 

Terry  spit  three  times. 

“That  gives  it  to  yer,”  he  cried,  “and  since  you  insist, 
why  you  can  take  it  off  my  shoulders  for  I  don’t  want 
nothin’  to  do  with  the  buck-toothed  b’ar.  Now  for  the 
rest.  That  ar’  Indian,  it  seems,  was  learnin’  to  be  a  medi¬ 
cine  man  and  knew  all  the  magic  of  his  tribe.  Of  course, 
everybody  knows  that  Indian  medicine  men  can  change 
themselves — yes,  and  others,  too — into  b’ars,  and  coyotes, 
and  buffaloes,  and  sich  like  beasts.  You  may  not  believe 
it,  but  it’s  so,  and  all  us  old  hands  out  hyar  knows  it's  so. 
Waal,  sir,  Collins  kicked  heavy  when  he  found  what  his 
daughter  had  done,  for  she  went  soft  on  the  Indian  and  it 
ended  up  in  her  running  away  with  him  into  these  hyar 
very  mountains.  Collins  he  followed  ’em.  He  swore  that 
it  wasn’t  so  much  the  redskin  he  was  after  as  his  darter. 
He  swore  he’d  kill  her  on  sight  for  disgracing  him,  even  if 
he  let  the  Indian  go,  and  that’s  what  he  did.  He  ran  foul 
on  ’em  up  hyar  on  B'ar  ridge,  as  it’s  called,  and  he  shot  the 
gal  and  then  shot  the  Indian,  who,  when  he  was  a-dying, 
put  a  spell  onto  him  and  turned  him  into  a  big  buck-toothed 
cinnamon  b’ar,  and  so  lie’s  been  ever  since.” 

“A  great  yarn,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “And  what  is 
this  buck-toothed  bear  supposed  to  do?” 

“What’s  he  do?”  drawled  Terry.  “Why,  he  wanders 
’round  nights  shearing  folks.  To  meet  him  the  fust  time  is 
good  luck,  and  you  are  almost  dead  sure. to  make  a  big 
strike  right  away  arferwards.  T  did.” 

“Oh,  you’ve  seen  him,  then?”  asked  the  captain. 

“Yes,  T  have;  you  bet  T  have.  Fve  seen  him  twice.” 
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“And  what  is  the  result  of  seeing  him  the  second  time?” 
asked  Old  King  Brady.  » 

“What  came  to  me  two  years  ago  arter  I  seen  him  up 
hyar  on  the  ridge.  I  lost  every  blame  thing  I  had  in  the 
world,  and  that’s  the  way  it  is  with  everybody  whvi  sees 
the  buck-toothed  b’ar  twice.” 

“And  the  third  time — what  effect  does  that  have?” 

“Waal,  gents,”  replied  Terry,  solemnly,  “the  third  time 
you  see  the  buck-toothed  b’ar  you  die.” 

“That’s  what  I  supposed,”  said  the  old  detective.  '''Cap¬ 
tain,  you  and  I  stand  all  right  on  this  deal.” 

“Yes,  but  what  about  me?”  growled  Terry.  “However, 
I’ve  turned  my  luck  over  to  Cap.” 

“And  I’m  not  shirking  the  responsibility,”  replied  Cap¬ 
tain  Frazer.  “Never  mind,  Terry,  I’ll  see  that  no  harm 
comes  to  you,  even  if  we  do  meet  the  buck-toothed  bear.” 

The  conversation  changed  then,  Captain  Frazer  telling 
Old  King  Brady  of  his  troubles  with  Bad  Buzzard. 

“It  has  been  a,  terrible  siege,”  he  said,  among  ether 
things.  “That  mine  would  pay  me  a  clean  thousand  a 
week  over  and  above  all  expenses  if  1  could  get  a  fair 
show.”  ••  - 

“Which  you  have  never  had  since  you  took  hold,  l  sup¬ 
pose,”  remarked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Never.  It  has  been  one  thing  after  another,  and  Bad 
Buzzard  has  been  at  the  bottom  of  it  all.  I  do  hope,  Mr. 
Brady,  that  you  succeed  in  putting  the  fellow  down.” 

“1  have  put  down  a  great  many  of  these  Western  bad 
men,  Captain.  I  see  no  reason  why  I  should  fail  in  this 
case.” 

“Yes,  1  know  you  are  very  famous;  would  you  mind  tell¬ 
ing  me  your  plan  ?”  . 

“Why,  bless  your  soul,  I  haven't  any.  My  partner  and 
1  work  differently  from  most  detectives.  We  just  jump  in 
and  take  things  as  we  find  them.  Some  opening  always 
offers  for  us  to  get  in  our  fine  work.  You  see  how  ft  has 
been  in  this  case.” 

“You  have  no  doubt  that  your  partner  is  working  rmw?” 

“There  isn’t  the  least  doubt.  He  may  even  be  with  Bad 
Buzzard  himself,  for  all  I  can  tell.” 

And  thus  they  continued  to  talk  until  night  began  to 
settle  down  upon  the  Lone  Horse  range. 

They  had  now  advanced  many  miles  along  the  ridge,  and 
at  length  arrived  at  its  end,  where  they  could  look  down 
into  a  canyon  spme  thousand  feet  or  more  in  depth. 

“This  is  Long  Canyon,”  said  Terry.  “Thar,  Cap i  You 
see  that  ar’  light  over  on  the  other  side  among  them  trees. 
That  ought  to  be  Bad  Buzzard’s  camp.” 

“I  don’t  know,”  replied  the  captain.  “It.  must  have 
been  somewhere  near  here  that  they  fired  down  upon  me. 
How  do  we  go  now?” 

“I’ll  show  you,”  said  Terry.  “You  see  how  much  we 
have  cut  off  by  coming  this  wav.” 

“Yes,  but  we  are  not  at  Five  Forks  mine  yet.  We  may 
get  cut  off  ourself  before  we  are  through.” 

Terry  led  the  way  along  the  fop  of  the  precipice  parallel 
wifi  n,°  canyon  for  a  considerable,  distance,  until  at  last 


they  came  upon  one  of  those  old  dry  watercourses  so  com¬ 
mon  in  the  ranges  of  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

Behind  them  was  a  deep  depression  extending  back  to  the 
second  rise  of  the  range. 

Evidently  this  had  once  been  filled  with  water  forming  a 
lake  of  considerable  size,  which  in  some  past  age  had  broken 
its  boundaries,  the  rush  of  the  water  forming  a  gulch,  of 
break,  in  the  otherwise  perpendicular  wall  of  the  canyon. 

Here  descent  to  the  floor  seemed  possible,  but.  the  way 
was  very  steep  and  fearfully,  rough. 

“F’or  heaven  sake!  have  we  got  to  ride  down  there, 
Terry!”  exclaimed  Captain  Frazer.  “We  shall  all  break 
our  necks.” 

“I’ve  done  it  many  a  time.  Cap.” 

“It  can  be  done,”  added  Old  King  Brady.  “I’ve  ridden 
down  worse  places.” 

“Not  much  worse,  I’d  be  willing  to  bet.” 

_ ~r  \*  ••  ....  *  -  # 

“We  want  to  try  it  before  it  gets  any  darker.  I  suppose 
once  we  are  down  it  is  all  plain  sailing?” 

“Oh,-  yes;  then  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  follow  the  canyon 
to  the  valley  of  White  Creek.  That’s  where  the  mine  is 
located.  It's  plain  sailing  enough  unless  we  run  foul  of  the 
Buzzard  gang.”  ' 

“If  those  lights  mark  their  camp  we  should  be  be}rond 
their  reach.  They  will  hardly  go  out  of  their  way  to  make 
an  attack  to-night.” 

“We  are  a  good  hour  ahead  of/the  gang  what  we  saw 
go  out  of  Savage  City,”  declared  Terry.  “Come  on,  Cap. 
We  hain’t  got  no  time  to  heave  away.” 

They  rode  down  into  the  bed  of  the  lake  and  then,  turn¬ 
ing,  followed  the  line  of  the  break,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
were  descending  through  the  gulch. 

It  was  ticklish  work. 

One  misstep  on  the  part  of  the  horses  was  sure  to  send 
them  to  destruction. 

“Hold  ’em  in  tight!”  cried  Terry.  “This  won't  last 
long,  that’s  one  comfort.  In  a  minute  we  shall  be  at  the 
end  of  the  first  slope  and  the  other  hain’t  so  bad.” 

The  first  slope,  as  Terry  called  it,  ended  at  a  point  where 
the  water  must  have  been  held  back  for  some  reason,  for 
here  a  shallow  depression  about  twenty  }rards  across  had 
been  formed. 

Terry  rode  on  over  this  comparatively  level  stretch,  and 
was  just  about  to  guide  his  horse  down  the  second  slope, 
and  a  hundred  yards  further  would  have  brought  them  into 
the  canyon,  when  he  suddenly  reined  in  with  an  exclama¬ 
tion  of  dismay. 

What  s  the  matter  now?”  cried  Captain  Frazer. 

“Is  it  the  buck-toothed  bear?”  called  Old  King  Brady. 

Hang  me  il  I  don  t  believe  it  is  the  b'ar !  retorted 
Terry.  I  knoved  no  good  luck  wouldn't  never  come  of 
toll  in  that  ar  story.  Its  all  broke  away  here.  We  can't 
never  get  down  in  the  wide  world.” 

And  so  it  proved. 

Right  belov  the  depression  there  had  been  a  cave-in,  or  a 
wash-out.  or  something  of  the  sort,  and  further  advance 
was  simply  impossible. 
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To  return  would  be  equally  difficult. 

Terry  declared  that  they  never  ought  to  undertake  it  in 
the  dark. 

And  thus  it  happened  that  Old  King  Brady  and  Captain 
Frazer  found  themselves  prisoners  in  the  gulch  with  no 
other  prospect  than  that  of  putting  in  the  night  where  they 
were. 


CHAPTER  VI.  •  ,  . 

THE  GHOST  AND  THE  BUCK-TOOTHED  BEAR. 

“We’ve  got  to  come  to  it,”  declared  Old  King  Brady, 

“I'm  afraid  so,”  replied  Captain  Frazer. 

“Even  if  Terry  was  willing  to  make  the  attempt  to 
climb  back  to  the  ridge  I  would  not  risk  it.” 

“Yes,  and  Terry  hain’t  making  no  such  attempt,”  de¬ 
clared  the  guide.  “Here  we  are,  and  here  we’ve  got  to  stop 
until  we  get  daylight  to  help  us.  It’s  a  bad  job,  but  it 
might  have  been  a  blamed  sight  worse  if  I  hadn’t  seen  that 
ar’  break  in  time.” 

“We  may  as  well  make  ourselves  comfortable,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  dismounting.  “I  suppose  it  will  be  impossible 
to  make  a  fire.  I  see  no  signs  of  wood.” 

Captain  Frazer  and  the  guide  followed  the  old  detective’s 
example.  i 

The  horses  were  hobbled,  in  case  something  occurred  to  ■ 
frighten  them  during  the  night.  „ . .  ~  - 

As  a  resting-place  this  dreary  spot  could  not  have  been 
worse.  The  ground  was  bare  of  grass  and  strewn  all  over 
with  small  stones. 

To  lie  down  was  therefore  impossible ;  the  only  thing  to 
do  was  what  Captain  Frazer  did. 

Fortunately,  having  a  pair  of  blankets  with  him,  he 
spread  them  over  the  stones  and  upon  this  rough,  knobby 
surface  he  and  the  captain  seated  themselves. 

Terry  declared  that  he  didn’t  mind  the  bare  ground,  and 
he  industriously  worked  to  clear  himself  a  place  where  he 
finally  lay  down  and,  using  his  saddle  for  a  pillow,  went  to 
sleep. 

That  was  the  time  Old  King  Brady  got  the  full  story  of 
Captain  Frazer’s  troubles  in  all  its  details. 

Hours  passed  and  they  were  still  talking. 

At  last  the  captain  leaned  his  head  against  the  wall  of 
the  gulch  and  dozed  off,  but  Old  King  Brady  still  remained 
on  the  alert. 

Midnight  had  now  passed,  and  the  unpleasant  prospect  of 
a  long,  dreary  night  was  before  him. 

Tired  of  sitting,  Old  King  Brady  arose  and  began  pacing 
up  and  down. 

Tt  was  while  thug  engaged  that  he  heard  a  great  clatter 
of  hoofs  in  the  canyon  below,  hut  not  immediately  opposite 
the  gulch. 

“Tt  i h  the  gang.  They  have  come  up  at  last,”  thought 
f y r  r,\r]  detective.  u\  wish  1  could  get  a  look,  hut  I  have 


no  doubt  they  are  even  now  going  up  to  where  we  saw  the 
light.” 

He  leaned  over  the  break  as  far  as  he  dared,  and,  pro¬ 
ducing  the  little  electric  dark-lantern  which  he  always 
carries,  flashed  it  down  into  the  canyon  for  an  instant. 

Nothing  was  to  be  seen,  however,  but  at  the  same  mo¬ 
ment  Old  King  Brady  caught  the  sound  of  hoofs  overhead. 

“Someone  coming  our  way !”  he  muttered.  “This  means 
trouble,  like  as  not.” 

Now  he  flashed  his  lantern  upward,  but  could  see  noth¬ 
ing. 

The  sounds  continued  for  a  moment  and  then  ceased. 

Old  King  Brady  expected  nothing  but  to  see  a  light  and 
find  that  someone  was  coming  toward  him  down  the  slope. 

He  now  extinguished  his  own  lantern,  not  caring  to 
attract  unnecessary  attention,  and  remained  listening. 

The  sounds  were  not  renewed  and  no  light  came. 

“Strange!”  muttered  the  old  detective.  “Where  can 
they  have  gone?  I  can’t  make  this  out  at  all.” 

He  determined  to  wake  up  Terry,  and  did  so.” 

“It  beats  the  band,”  said  Terry.  “I  don’t  see  who  it  can 
be.  I  daresay  Bud  Buzzard  and  his  bunch  know  of  this 
pass  down  off  the  ridge,  but  their  camp  is  on  the  other 
side,  and  anyhow,  if  they  know  about  it  they  must  know 
they  can’t  get  down  this  way.” 

“Is  it  long  since  you  were  here?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Much  as  three  years.  This  here  trail  was  always  harder 
to  follow  out  of  Five  Forks  over  to  Savage  City  than  the 
other  way.  In  fact,  I  never  went  the  other  way  but  once. 
It’s  an  awful  climb.” 

“Shall  we  have  to  go  back  to  Savage  City,  Terry?” 

“That’s  what  we  will.  There  hain’t  no  help  for  it.” 

“There  will  be  no  real  difficulty  in  getting  back  up  there 
when  it  comes  daylight.” 

“Yes,  there  will,  lots  of  it,  and  lots  of  danger,  too ;  but  it 
can  be  done  if  we  try.  Of  course,  we  shall  have  to  walk  up 
and  lead  the  horses;  thar  hain’t  no  other  way.” 

For  a  few  moments  they  sat  in  silence. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  Terry  a  cigar  and  lit  one  himself. 

“We  had  better  keep  watch  here  together  a  bit  longer,” 

he  said.  “There  was  certainly  someone  riding  about  up 

* 

there.  I’d  like  to.,  know  what  it  means.” 

“And  you  won’t  find  out,”  said  Terry,  gloomily. 

“Pshaw,  man!  Don’t  talk  your  ghost  business  to  me,” 
retorted  Old  King  Brady. 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  said  Terry.  “You  can  believe 
them  things  or  not,  just  as  you  please,  but  the  Indian’s 
ghost  has  been  seen,  too,  and  the  gal’s  beside.  Long  Sam 
Sloat  seen  the  gal  and  the  b’ar  together  a  year  ago  come 
Christmas  week.  He  told  me  so  himself,  and  Sam’s  a 
feller  what  you  can  bank  on  every  time.” 

The  words  were  scarcely  spoken  when  suddenly  a  big 
stone  started  above  by  some  mysterious  agency  came  crash¬ 
ing  down  the  slope. 

“Look  out!”  cried  Terry.  “Look  out!  Back  close  up 
agin  the  wall.” 

But  Old  King  Brady’s  fear  was  for  Captain  Frazer,  who 
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What’s  the  row?”  demanded  the  captain,  routing  at 


slept  througli  it  all,  and  he  threw  himself  in  front  of  him. 
The  stone  landed  between  him  and  Terry  and  proved  to 
be  three  times  as  big  as  a  man’s  head. 

This  was  too  much. 

It  set  the  horses  to  jumping  about,  and  Old  King  Brady, 
seeing  no  reason  for  keeping  quiet  when  so  much  noise  was 
going  on,  shouted: 

“Hello  up  there !  Hello !” 

There  was  no  answer. 

“I  knowed  it,”  said  Terry.  “It’s  ghosts,  all  right.  You 
won’t  get  nothing  out  of  them.” 

“It’s  people,  and  they  have  got  what  they  want  out  of  me, 
1  fancy,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “All  the  same  they  must 
have  heard  the  horses  jumping  about.  They  know  now 
that  we  are  here.” 

“Better  wake  up  the  old  man,  hadn’t  we?”  said  Terry. 

“No,  I  don’t  see  any  use  in  that.  Let  him  rest  if  he  can. 
It  is  more  than  I  can  do.” 

“This  hain’t  the  end,”  growled  Terry."  “Thar’s  more 
coming  out  of  it,  you  mark  my  words.” 

They  talked  on  for  more  than  half  an  hour  without 
further  alarm. 

Just  as  Old  King  Brady  was  lighting  a  fresh  cigar  the 
horses  began  to  jump  about  again,  and  this  time  without 
apparent  reason. 

“What  now?”  said  Terry. 

“Hush!  Listen!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 

A  faint  noise  could  be  heard  over  at  the  other  end  of 
the  little  hollow;  it  sounded  as  if  someone  was  scratching 
Ugainst  the  stones. 

Terry  began  to  breathe  hard. 

Old  King  Brady  was  just  about  to  get  up  and  start  in 
to  investigate  when  a  bright  light  suddenly  shot  across  the 
hollow. 

It  was  a  very  strange  light,  too,  being  of  a  decided  bluish 
tinge,  altogether  unlike  anything  Old  King  Brady  had  ever 
seen  before. 

Something  was  coming,  and  Old  King  Brady  was  now 
fully  on  the  alert. 

All  at  once  he  saw  standing  in  the  light  the  figure  of  a 
woman  dressed  in  a  loose  white  garment,  with  long  hajr 
hanging  down  her  back. 

Then  there  appeared  beside  her  a  bulky,  brown  object. 

It  was  a  cinnamon  bear,  and  as  it  shuffled  forward  it 
raised  up  on  its  bind  legs,  displaying  two  big  projecting 
teeth  altogether  unlike  anything  Old  King  Brady  had  ever 
seen. 

Now  all  this  was  the  vision  of  an  instant. 

Terry  yelled : 

“The  b’ar!  The  buck-toothed  b’ar!  Oh,  I’m  a  goner!” 

Old  King  Brady  bad  no  rifle,  but  be  whipped  out  his 
revolver,  determined  to  hre  at  the  bear  if  it  came  nearer. 

Then  all  of  a  sudden  a  strange  laugh  was  heard  and  the 
light  instantly  disappeared. 

“TTp,  Captain  !  Up!”  cried  the  old  detective,  bringing 
his  lantern  into  play. 


last. 

“It’s  the  b’ar  !  The  buck-toothed  b’ar  ! !”  groaned  Terry. 
“Oh,  boss!  I  hadn't  orter  come  this  way,  and  I  knowed  it! 
I  orter  spit  three  times,  for  you  never  seen  it,  and  the  bad 
luck  is  onto  me!” 

“I  see  nothing,”  growled  the  captain.  “Terry,  you’re  a 
fool.” 

“There  is  nothing  to  be  seen,  that  is  certain!”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  and  he  flashed  his  light  over  into  the  corner 
where  the  strange  vision  had  appeared,  “but  it  was  there, 
all  right.  Look  at  the  horses,  man !” 

The  frightened  animals  were  huddled  together  crowded 
against  the  opposite  wall  of  the  gulch. 

They  were  trembling  all  over  and  showed  every  sign  of 
fear. 

Old  King  Brady  walked  over  to  the  spot  where  the 
strange  vision  had  shown  itself  and  flashed  the  lantern 
about  in  every  direction. 

There  was  no  break  in  the  wall  of  the  gulch  that  he 
could  discover. 

Getting  down  on  his  hands  and  knees,  he  examined  the 
ground  itself  with  the  greatest  care. 

Captain  Frazer  came  over  and  joined  him,  which  Terry 
would  sooner  have  died  than  do. 

The  frightened  guide  was  saying  his  prayers. 

Old  King  Brady  thought  for  the  moment  that  he  had 
uever  seen  a  man  so  overcome  by  fear. 

Captain  Frazer  was  cool  enough,  however. 

“Was  it  really  a  bear,  Brady?  Are  you  sure  you  saw 
it?”  he  asked. 

“It  certainly  was  a  bear's  skin  that  I  saw,”  replied  the 
detective.  “What  was  inside  of  it  I  can't  sa}r.  There  were 
two  big  buck  teeth  in  the  mouth,  all  right,  though.  Then 
there  was  the  woman  in  white.” 

“The  woman!  What  about  her?” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  the  full  details  of  the  strange  ap¬ 
pearance  then. 

“It  is  very,  very  strange,”  muttered  Captain  Frazer.  “I 
would  have  given  anything  to  see  it.  I  have  been  hearing 
about  this  bear  for  years — ever  since  I  came  to  this  region 
prospecting,  in  the  early  eighties,  in  fact :  the  girl,  however, 
is  a  new  one  on  me.” 

“Considering  that  this  girl  is  a  ghost,  there  is  one  strange 
thing  about  her,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“And  what  is  that?” 

“She  wore  a  man’s  shoe.  Ix>ok  here!” 

Old  King  Brady  flashed  the  lantern  down  upon  the 
ground. 

Here,  where  the  hear  and  his  beautiful  companion  had 
stood,  it  was  sandy,  and  in  the  sand  the  outline  of  a  man’s 
shoe  was  clearly  defined. 

And  what  s  this?”  exclaimed  Captain  Frazer,  picking 
up  a  scrap  of  paper  which  lay  among  the  stones  at  a  little 
distance  away.  “Did  you  drop  this,  Mr.  R.?” 

“T  did  not,  nor  did  T  see  it,  and  T  thought  T  was  prettv 
thorough  in  mv  search,  too.  What  do  you  make  of  it.  Cap?” 
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**\\  hv,  it  is  addressed  to  you,”  replied  the  captain,  hold¬ 
ing  ihe  paper  in  the  lantern's  light. 

Old  King  Brady  seized  it  and,  holding  up  the  lantern, 
read  his  own  name  on  the  face  of  the  twisted  scrap. 

\\  hen  lie  came  to  open  it  out  lie  found  the  following  in 
Harry's  well-known  handwriting: 

“Governor — Get  to  the  mine  at  once.  An  attack  is  to  be 
made  early  in  the  morning.  Abandon  your  horses.  Just 
as  soon  as  I  can  I  will  put  here  a  rope  which  will  let  you 
down  the  cliff.  You  can  watch,  hut  don't  try  to  talk  to  me 
unless  I  give  the  word.  Let  no  one  watch  but  yourself.” 

“Y.  K.  B.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  AT  FIVE  FORKS  MINE. 

“Well,  and  what’s  all  that  about?”  demanded  Captain 
Frazer,  who  had  been  watching  Old  King  Brady  while  he 
read. 

“  It’s  about  the  Bradys.  They  are  right  at  work.  Read!” 
the  old  detective  replied. 

“  I  see !  But  how  came  this  here,  do  you  think  ?”  de¬ 
manded  the  captain  when  he  had  read  the  note. 

“I  think  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  my  partner  has  been 
playing  ghost.  He  was  either  the  ghost  of  the  girl  or  the 
ghost  of  the  bear.” 

“Settled.  I  believe  you.  So  Bad  Buzzard  is  going  to 
attack  us?  Well,  it’s  a  lucky  thing  we  came.  Of  course, 
I  can  sacrifice  the  horses,  much  as  I  hate  to.  What  do  you 
advise  ?” 

“That  you  go  to  sleep  again  or  prepare  to.  Try  and 
keep  that  superstitious  fellow  quiet  and  leave  me  to  watch.” 

“I’ll  attend  to  that,”  replied  the  captain.  “Do  you 
mind  if  I  showr  him  the  note?” 

“Certainly  not.  What  difference  does  it  make?  Go, 
now,  and  I’ll  stop  right  here.” 

Old  King  Brady  sat  down  on  a  stone  and  waited  while 
the  captain  returned  to  the  other  side  of  the  hollow,  where 

he  and  Terrv  remained. 

%/  ■ 

An  hour  passed  before  anything  happened,  and  then  all 
in  an  instant  Old  King  Brady  saw  Harry  standing  before 
him  holding  a  coil  of  stout  rope  in  his  hand. 

“Governor !”  he  whispered.  “Don’t  move!  Do  not  raise 
your  voice.  Ah,  ha !  That’s  the  time  I  caught  you  nap¬ 
ping  !” 

“No;  Harry!” 

“You  were — you  were  asleep!” 

“I  -uppose  T  must  have  been  if  you  say  so.  Well,  what’s 

the  word  ?” 

“T  am  here  with  Bad  Buzzard.  Tie  is  asleep  in  a  cave 

»Vnd  these  Tocks.” 

“And  the  entrance?” 

“F  right  there,”  replied  Harry,  pointing.  “It’s  the  old 


trick,  Governor,  a  piece  of  the  rock  fastened  in  a  box  so 
that  it  can  swing  like  a  door.” 

“Do  I  go  in?  Shall  we  capture  the  man?” 

“No;  he  is  on  the  dead  outs  with  his.  gang;  they  mean 
to  attack  Five  Forks  mine,  anyhow;  so  to  capture  him 
won't  help  you.  Better  let  it  go  through  as  arranged  and 
let  me  stick  by  him.  I  may  be  able  to  spoil  their  pie  that 
way.  He  islresting  now;  in  half  an  hour  he  means  to  start 
for  his  holdout  and  try  to  bring  his  men  around.  Like  as 
not  they  will  kill  him  then.” 

“It  was  you  two  who  played  ghost?” 

“Sure;  and  I  dropped  the  note  for  you  then.  Buzzard 
did  the  bear  and  I  played  the  girl.  He  has  every  old  thing 
in  the  cave.  It  is  an  old  holdout  of  his  known  only  to  him¬ 
self,  lie  claims.  There’s  some  story  told  about  this  bear 
and  girl,  I  couldn’t  find  out  what  it  was.  He’s  a  queer  one, 
Governor,  you  bet.” 

“Is  he  badly  wounded?” 

“Not  very.  His  idea  is  to  scare  Frazer  aivay  altogether 
and  make  him  too  discouraged  to  come  back  again.  I  don’t 
think  he  cares  much  for  killing.  But  I  mustn’t  stay  here 
talking.  If  he  was  to  wake  up  and  miss  me  my  plans 
would  be  all  spoiled.” 

“One  question,  Harry :  Is  there  a  way  out  of  the  cave  for 
horses  ?” 

“Oh,  yes.  Ours  are  in  here,  but  you  couldn’t  get  yours 
through  the  opening.  The  only  way  is  for  you  to  get  down 
with  the  rope,  unless  you  wait  till  morning  and  climb  back 
up  the  hill.  By  the  time  you  are  able  to  reach  Five  Forks 
mine  that  way  you  will  find  the  Buzzards  in  full  possession, 
I’m  afraid.  The  best  way  will  be,  it  seems  to  me,  for  us  to 
catch  him  foul  some  way,  make  him  sign  away  his  rights, 
and  fix  it  so  that  he  will  leave  Captain  Frazer  in  peace.” 

“I  leave  it  to  you.  Won’t  he  miss  the  rope?” 

“No,  there’s  half  a  dozen  coils  inside  there.  But  you 
positively  mustn’t  talk  any  more.  I  am  risking  all  by  not 
going  back.” 

“Go,  then,  and  we  will  pull  out  at  once.” 

Harry  backed  toward  the  wall,  and  Old  King  Bradv, 
watching,  saw  him  disappear  behind  a  projecting  rock, 
which  moved  inward  after  he  had  gone. 

“Buzzard  has  played  the  buck-toothed  bear  before,” 
thought  Old  King  Brady.  “One  would  have  to  know  the 
whole  history  of  this  region  to  understand  that  man,.” 

He  arose  and  went  over  to  where  the  captain  and  Terry 
were  watching. 

“So  he  came,”  said  the  captain,  quietly. 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  and  lie  proceeded  to 
relate  what  Harry  had  told. 

Terry  listened  gloomily. 

“I  don’t  care  what  you  two  say,  you  are  being  fooled,” 
he  growled.  “You  are  dealing  with  ghosts,  and  no  good 
will  come  of  it.” 

“Oh,  you  make  me  tired  !”  snapped  the  captain.  “Don’t 
let’s  have  any  more  of  this  nonsense.  Brady,  we  want  to 
act  quick.  I  should  have  been  f on  capturing  Bad  Buzzard 
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while  we  have  the  chance;  but  I  suppose  your  partner 
knows  best.” 

“He  undoubtedly  has  some  good  reason  for  what  he 
said,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “The  boy  rarely  makes 
mistakes.  But  now  to  work.” 

Upon  lowering  the  rope  it  was  found  quite  long  enough 
to  let  them  down  over  the  break. 

It  was  made  fast  to  a  spur  of  rock  then  and  Terry  was 
the  first  to  descend,  Old  King  Brady  coming  down  last. 

They  now  stood  on  a  narrow  ledge,  with  a  steep  descent 
of  a  few  hundred  feet  to  make  to  'bring  them  to  the  floor 
of  the  canyon. 

“Wait  just  a  minute  and  see  if  I  can’t  loosen  this  rope,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “I  don't  like  to  leave  it  behind  me. 
I’m  afraid  it  will  get  the  boy  into  trouble.” 

And  raise  the  noose  over  the  spur  he  did  by  throwing 
the  rope  violently  upward  several  times. 

“Good  !”  exclaimed  Captain  Frazer.  “Wind  the  rope  up, 
Terry,  and  bring  it  along.” 

“How  much  further  have  we  got  to  go?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Less  than  five  miles,”  was  the  reply.  “We  can  soon 
cover  it  if  we  are  not  shot.” 

They  hurried  forward,  and  just  as  day  was  dawning 
came  out  of  the  canyon  into  the  valley  of  White  Creek. 

A  little  further  on  at  a  place  where  the  creek  branched 
out  into  five  distinct  channels  stood  a  few  frame  buildings 
which  had  been  erected  on  the  sandy  bottomland  between 
two  low  ridges. 

There  was  no  fence  around  the  buildings  to  protect 
them. 

It  was  about  as  bad  a  place  to  hope  to  hold  out  against 
a  desperate  gang  as  Old  King  Brady  had  ever  seen. . 

They  went  on  down  among  the  buildings. 

A  man  came  to  meet  them. 

“Well,  Pete,  how  are  things  going?”  inquired  Captain 
Frazer.  “Everything  quiet  since  I  left?” 

“Too  blamed  quiet,”  replied  the  miner. 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“More’n  half  the  men  have  quit.  Cap.  They  had  a  meet¬ 
ing  after  you  left  and  made  up  their  minds  that  they  didn’t 
care  to  stop  here  and  get  shot.  They  pulled  out  and  have 
gone  up  into  the  range  prospecting.” 

Captain  Frazer  burst  out' with  an  angry  torrent  of  wTords. 

His  expressions  were  by  no  means  choice,  either. 

“Where’s  Mr.  Wright?  Still  in  bed?”  he  asked,  at  last. 

“Yes,”  growled  Pete,  “and  likely  to  stay  there.” 

This  time  Captain  Frazer  did  not  break  loose. 

“Come  on,  Brady!'’  he  snapped,  “we’ve  got  our  hands 
full  here,  it  seems.” 

Terry  went  off  with  Pete,  and  Old  King  Brady  followed 
the  captain  towards  a  little  house  which  stood  close  to  the 
bank  of  one  of  the  forks  of  White  Creek. 

“What’s  the  matter  now?”  the  detective  asked. 

“Can’t  you  guess?” 

“Wright  is  your  superintendent,  and  he  has  embraced 
the  opportunity  of  your  absence  to  get  drunk?” 


“That’s  it.  He  walks  the  plank  as  soon  as  this  danger  is 
over.” 

They  had  reached  the  house  now  and  the  captain  began 
banging  on  the  door. 

It  was  immediately  opened  by  a  bright,  pretty  young 
girl. 

“You  are  back,  captain?”  she  exclaimed.  “Oh,  I  am 
so  glad !”  ..  t 

“Yes,  Ellie,  I’m  back  again.  Pete  says  there  is  some¬ 
thing  wrong  with  your  father.  It’s  the  same  old  story,  I 
suppose  ?” 

“Yes,  he  is  dead  drunk  upstairs.  He  began  just  as  soon 
as  you  left.  Captain  Frazer,  it’s  a  burning  shame  to  treat 
you  so.” 

“It  is  right  hard,  Ellie,  shut  it  isn’t  your  fault.” 

“But  that  .makes  me  none  the  less  ashamed  of  it.  Every¬ 
thing  is  wrong.  I  suppose  Pete  told  you  that  a  lot  of  the 
men  had  quit?” 

“Yes.,  Who  are  they?” 

Ellie  ran  over  a  lot  of.  names. 

“It’s  enough  to  make'  one  ready  to  give  up  in  despair. 
So  we  have  only  ten  men  left  on  the  place  including  Pete, 
for  your  father  don’t  count.” 

“You  can  count  me,  though.  I’m  as  good  a  hand  at  a 
rifle  as  any  man.” 

“That’s  what  you  are.  Well,  give  us  some  breakfast  as 
soon  as  you  can.  This  gentleman  is  Old  King  Brady.  Brady, 
this  is  Miss  Ellie  Wright,  my  superintendent’s  daughter. 
Come  right  in.  This  is  where  I  live.” 

Old  King  Brady  acknowledged  the  introduction  and  then 
said:  :  . 

“With  your  permission.  Captain,  I  think  I’ll  look  around 
a  bit.  It  seems  a  quiet  time  and  a  good  one  to  get  the  lay 
of  the  land.” 

Captain  Frazer  made  no  objection,  and  Old  King  Brady 
went  from  one  building  to  another  taking  everything  in. 

There  were  two  shafts  at  the  Five  Forks  mine,  and  from 
the  quality  of  the  ore  on  the  dumps  waiting  to  be  sorted, 
Old  King  Brady  saw  that  the  claim  was  surely  a  very  rich 
ore  and  only  wanted  to  be  properly  worked  to  be  made  to 
pay  handsomely.  ■ 

“It  is  a  property  worth  saving,”  he  said  to  himself,  “and 
now  how  to  do  away  with  this  Bad  Buzzard  nuisance  once 
and  for  all  and  in  the  quickest  possible  time.” 

For  a  long  time  Old  King  Brady  pondered  over  the 
problem. 

His  mind  was  about  made  up  when  he  returned  to  the 
superintendent’s  house  and  sat  down  to  the  breakfast  which 
Ellie  had  prepared. 

By  this  time  the  men  were  astir  in  the  boarding-house 
and  one  or  two  came  wandering  about  the  yard. 

Captain  Frazer  came  out  and  went  among  them. 

The  engineer  had  gone  with  the  others,  it  seemed,  and 
also  the  foremen  of  both  shafts. 

Captain  Frazer  had  a  lot  to  sav  about  his  troubles  when 
they  sat  down  at  the  table. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  run  the  mine,  he  declared.  He 
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had  a  great  mind  to  send  the  rest  of  the  men  about  their 
business  and  give  .the  whole  thing  up. 

“Not  yet,"  said  Old  King  Brady,  after  he  had  talked 
himself  out.  “Remember,  you  hired  the  Bradys  to  help  you 
in  this  and  they  haven't  finished  their  work,  by  any  means.” 

“But,  according  to  your  partner's  letter,  an  attack  may 
be  made  any  minute.” 

“Exactly.  And  we  are  in  no  shape  to  hold  out  against 
the  Buzzard  gang.” 

“Of  course  we  are  not.  They  will  simply  slaughter  us. 
If  you  have  got  anything  to  propose,  now  is  your  time.” 

“I  have  this  to  propose:  Collect  your  men  together. 
We  won't  wait  to  be  attacked.  We  will  go  up  the  canyon 
and  lay  for  those  fellows.  They  must  never  be  allowed  to 
reach  Five  Forks  mine.” 

“It  will  never  work.” 

“It  will  work.  We  must  fix  up  an  ambush  for  them. 
You  have  plenty  of  rend-rock  cartridges  here,  I  suppose?” 

“Oh,  yes;  but  what  of  that?” 

“  Everything.  You  have  a  portable  battery  for  explod¬ 
ing?” 

“  Certainly.” 

“  Then  get  all  prepared — battery,  a  few  cartridges,  rifles, 
men  and  all  the  rest,  and  we  will  start  up  the  canyon  and 
see  what  can  be  done.”  . ' 

“I  go,  too,”. declared  Ellie.  ,v-  , 

“You  better  stay  here  with  your  father,”  said  the  cap- 
tain.  J  :  ‘  ;c  :r 

“No,  Dan!”  replied  the  girl.  “We  are  engaged,  and 
without  me  you  don’t  go  into  danger  again.  Let  father  stop 
where  he  is  and  sober,  up  if  he  can.” 

“By  the  way,  have  you  much  whisky  here?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady.  -: 

“There  should  be  a  full  barrel  on  the  premises:  I  make 
a  practice  of  dealing  it  but  to  the  men.  It’s  the  only  way 
you  can  hold  these  Cornish  miners  to  their  work.” 

“Let  it  be  placed  outside  where  everyone  can  see  it 
and  plainly  mark  it  whisky  and  put  some  cups  or  glasses 
around.  Have  everything  fixed  so  that  the  stuff  can  be  easy 
got  at.” 

“And  why?” 

“In  case  we  fail  to  keep  the  Buzzards  out  of  the  camp. 
Whisky  is  a  stronger  and  more  effective  weapon  even  than 
dynamite  sometimes.” 

“By  Jove !  I  believe  you  are  right,  Brady !”  cried  Captain 
Frazer.  “Your  methods  are  certainly  unique,  hut  Fm 
bound  to  give  you  full  swing.” 

“Tim!”  said  the  old  detective,  “we  want  to  get  right 
down  to  it.” 

Captain  Frazer  took  right  hold  then,  and  in  less  than 
half  an  hour  the  little  force  from  Five  Forks  mine  were 
on  the  march  up  the  canyon,  with  Old  King  Brady  in  the 

lead. 

The  only  person  left  behind  was  Superintendent  Wright, 
sj  ;j]  be*p  in  his  drunken  sleep. 


CHAPTER'  VIII. 

HARRY  IN  THE  OUTLAWS'  CAMP. 

Bad  Buzzard  was  still  asleep  on  the  bearskins  when  Harry 
returned  to  the  cave. 

Young  King  Brady  could  see  by  his  flushed  face  that 
his  wound  had  produced  a  feverish  condition. 

The  man  was  breathing  heavily.  It  looked  as  if  there 
might  be  trouble  when  he  awoke. 

The  journey  over  from  Savage  City  had  been  performed 
almost  in  silence. 

Harry  had  no  idea  that  they  were  to  come  up  against 
Old  King  Brady  until  they  were  actually  in  the  cave,  which 
was  reached  from  above  by  a  narrow  pass,  the  entrance  to 
\fhich  was  very  shrewdly  concealed. 

Probably  Bad  Buzzard  did  not  know  himself  that  anyone 
was  on  the  pass  until  they  heard  the  talking. 

Then  the  secret  door  in  the  wall  had  been  opened  slightly, 
and  Buzzard,  peering  out  and  listening,  informed  Harry 
how  the  case  stood. 

“It's  Dan  Frazer  himself  and  his  man,  Terry  Spence,” 
he  said.  “The  old  man  with  him  is  the  famous  New  York 
detective.  Old  King  Brady.  I  could  pick  all  three  off  and 
put  them  out  of  business  easy  enough,  but  I'm  not  going 
to.  I  don’t  believe  in  shooting  a  fellow  behind  his  back.  I 
mean  to  give  them  a  scare  that’ll  keep  'em  from  moving 
around  here  too  much.  Then  they  can  go  on  to  their  mine, 
blame  ’em !  The  fight  shall  go  on  to-morrow  morning, 
and  that  will  settle  all  hands.  Either  I  work  Five  Forks 
mine  or  nobody  does.  That’s  straight  goods.” 

Then  Buzzard  mentioned  the  story  of  the  bear  without 
going  into  details. 

He  frankly  admitted  that  he  had  personated  the  buck¬ 
toothed  bear  before,  and  showed  Harry  a  splendid  bear¬ 
skin  with  the  head  and  claws  on  which  he  had  used  for  the 
purpose. 

He  also  produced  a  white  dress  and  a  blonde  wig  of  long 
hair,  and  told  Harry  to  rig  himself  up  as  the  ghost  of  the 
girl. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  show  was  on  as  has  been  re¬ 
lated,  the  mysterious  light  being  produced  by  burning  a 
chemical. 

Buzzard  cut  it  short,  and  they  listened  behind  the  secret 
door  for  a  long  time  before  making  a  move. 

It  was  soon  after  this  that  the  outlaw  threw  himself 
down  upon  the  bearskin  and  went  to  sleep,  and  here  he 
had  been  sleeping  ever  since. 

It  did  not  look  much  like  starting  the  raid  on  Five  Forks 
mine  in  the  early  morning,  as  he  said  he  was  going  to  do. 

It  was  fully  half  an  hour  after  Old  King  Brady  and  his 
companions  had  gone  that  Bad  Buzzard  awoke. 

The  man  was  now  in  a  high  fever,  but  in  spite  of  that 
he  crawled  over  to  one  corner  of  the  cave  and  took  a  huge 
swig  of  whisky  from  a  keg  which  he  had  hidden  in  a  hole 
in  the  rocks. 
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“Now,  Harry,*’  lie  said,  as  he  came  staggering  back,  “as 
vou  can  see  tor  yourself,  I'm  in  pretty  bad  shape.  I’ve  got 
a  deuce  of  a  fever  onto  me.  I  can’t  make  no  move.” 

“I've  been  watching  you,”  said  Young  King  Brady.  “I 
was  afraid  of  this.  Tell  me  what  to  do?” 

Buzzard  sat  down  on  a  stone  and  leaned  his  head  on  his 
hand. 

“What  time  is  it?”  he  asked. 

“Dive  it  up.  It  isn’t  daylight  yet.” 

“Are  them  people  on  the  pass  still?” 

“I  haven't  heard  them  for  some  time.” 

“  Open  the  door  a  little  and  peek  out.  Be  very  cautious, 
now.” 

“They  are  all  gone,”  announced  Harry,  obeying,  “but 
their  horses  are  still  there.” 

“Must  have  climbed  up,”  muttered  Buzzard,  rocking 
back  and  forth.  “  Oh,  my  head,  my  head !  I  can’t  think ! 
It  can’t  be  all  the  wound.  I  must  have  caught  the  malaria 
somewhere.  Say,  Harry,  thar  hain’t  no  use  talkin’,  I  can’t 
go  on.” 

i 

“Let  me  go  to  your  friends  and  get  help.” 

“Friends,  boy !  I  have  no  friends.  I’m  a  bad  man  from 
away  back.  I’m  as  tough  as  they  make  ’em,  such  fellers 
as  me  don't  have  no  friends.  Looker  hyar,  do  you  know 
how  it  was  that  I  was  in  disguise  down  thar  to  Savage  ?” 

“You  haven’t  told  me  yet.” 

“Then  I’ll  tell  yer  now.  That  Tom  the  Tinker,  I  took 
him  up  when  he  came  out  of  the  penitentiary  down  in  x4ri- 
zona.  I  made  a  man  of  him  and  he's  been  working  against 
me  ever  since.  It’s  a  long  story  and  I  hain’t  going  to  tell 
the  hull  of  it,  for  what’s  the  good;  but  it’s  like  this:  I 
can  never  get  at  the  head  of  them  men  of  mine  while  he’s 
around.'  I  sneaked  after  the  gang  and  heard  Tom  plotting 
against  me  in  the  Three  Jugs.  I  picked  a  quarrel  and  tried 
to  do  him,  and  only  for  you  would  have  got  done  myself. 
Oh,  my  head !  my  head !  That  all  comes  along  with  the 
whisky,  boy.  If  I  had  let  the  blamed  stuff  alone  I  should 
be  all  right  now.  Say,  open  the  door  once,  see  if  Dan  Fra¬ 
zer  is  thar !  I’ve  changed  my  mind.  I’ll  shoot  him  if  he  is 
and  put  an  end  to  all  this.” 

“They  are  not  there.  I  opened  the  door  just  a  minute 
ago,  don’t  you  remember?”  Harry  replied. 

“Oh,  yes!  Sav,  I’m  going  daffy.  We  must  act  quick. 
What  we  want  is  the  Five  Forks  mine..  The  attack  must 
be  made  or  I’m  down  and  out  with  the  boys  forever.  You 
go  on  to  the  camp.  I’ll  give  you  a  line  to  Big  Lally,  he’s 
the  best  friend  I’ve  got  now.  It’s  all  you  can  do  for  me. 
Let  ’em  fight  it  out.  Then  you  come  back  here  and  look 
out  you’re  not  followed — see?” 

“I’ll  do  just  as  you  say,  Jim,”  replied  Harry. 

He  still  used  the  name,  although  Bad  Buzzard  had  told 
him  who  he  really  was  long  before  this, 
i  Buzzard  now  scribbled  a  note  and,  sealing  it  in  an  enve¬ 
lope,  delivered  it  to  Harry,  after  which  he  gave  him  very 
particular  directions  bow  to  reach  the  camp  on  top  of  the 
opposite  wall  of  Long  Canyon  and  how  to  get  out  of  the 
^eave. 


“You  want  to  take  the  boss,”  lie  said,  “and  be  mighty 
careful  you  don’t  let  no  one  see  you.  It's  only  a  little  wav, 
and  you  should  be  back  hyar  in  an  hour's  time.  Mind,  you 
don't  open  your  mouth  about  the  cave,  and  if  you  are  fol¬ 
lowed  don't  think  of  coming  in  till  the  coast  is  clear.  Now 
go  on.” 

Having  made  these  arrangements,  Bad  Buzzard  threw 
himself  down  upon  the  bearskin  again  and  immediately 
sank  off  asleep. 

Harry  saddled  the  horse  he  had  ridden  before  and  led 
him  on  through  the  cave,  lighting  his  way  with  a  lantern. 

In  a  minute  he  came  to  a  place  where  a  steep  descent  led 
him  down  lower  than  the  floor  of  Long  Canyon. 

The  narrow  passage  which  he  had  been  following  still 
continued,  and  he  passed  directly  under  the  floor  of  the 
canyon,  ascending  then  and  coming  out  at  last  in  a  deep 
ravine  on  the  other  side. 

This  was  followed  for  a  distance  of  half  a  mile,  when  a 
point  was  reached  where  a  winding  trail  led  up  to  the  top 
of  the  ridge  and  Harry  came  out  upon  the  opposite  wall  of 
Long  Canyon  and  in  sight  of  Bad  Buzzard’s  camp. 

Should  he  deliver  the  letter  as  ordered? 

This  was  the  question  which  puzzled  him. 

He  could  not  determine. 

If  he  had  known  any  way  to  get  down  into  Long  Canyon 
he  would  not  have  hesitated  an  instant,  but  would  have 
ridden  right  on  to  Five  Forks  mine. 

That  there  was  a  way  went  without  saying,  but  Bad 
Buzzard,  although  half  crazy  with  pain  and  fever,  had 
still  been  shrewd  enough  to  conceal  it. 

“To  lose  onesself  in  these  Montana  mountain  ranges  is 
very  serious  matter,  and  Harry  did  not  care  to  undertake 
very  much  exploring. 

At  last  he  determined  to  chance  it  with  the  letter. 

There  seemed  nothing  else  to  do,  and  it  is  the  invariable 
rule  of  the  Bradys  to  keep  ever  on  the  move,  even  if  they 
fail  to  see  their  way  clear.  '  .. 

Up  here  on  the  ridge  the  land  was  well  wooded,  and  at 
some  distance  away  among  the  trees  Harry  caught  the  glim¬ 
mer  of  light,  which  he  concluded  must  come  from  the  out¬ 
laws’  camp. 

It  was  now  or  never,  and,  guiding  his  horse  among  the 
trees,  Young  King  Brady  rode  boldlv  toward  the  lio-ht 

“Halt!” 

The  challenge  came  sooner  than  he  expected. 

A  man  armed  with  a  rifle  suddenly  stepped  out  from 
behind  a  tree-trunk  and  stood  in  the  detective’s  path. 

Mho  in  Halifax  are  you t  ’  he  demanded,  covering 
Harry  with  his  rifle.  “This  is  private  property,  young 
fellow.  Yo  strangers  allowed  in  here.'’ 

“But  I’ve  got  the  password,”  replied  Harry. 

“The  deuce  yo«  have!  Out  with  it,  if  you  want  to  save 
your  neck !” 

“Who’s  Bad?” 

“Bat!”  .  T%  1 

“Buzzard.”  ^ 

“Anv  worse?” 
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"  Not  on  your  life.  Bad  Buzzard  is  the  worst  of  ’em  all.” 
tareluiiy  Bad  Buzzard  liad  instructed  Harry  in  this  in 
yphe  of  the  great  effort  it  had  caused  him  to  do  it. 

“\ou  ve  got  it  straight,  that’s  sure,”  said  the  man,  “my 
name  is  Billy  White.  Wliat's  yourn?” 

“Harry  Harvey.” 


“Did  Bat  send  you  up  hyar?” 

“He  did.  1  have  a  letter  for  Big  Lally.  Is  he  here?’* 
“He  is;  we  are  all  here.  Wliar's  Bat?” 


“1  was  told  not  to  say.” 

“Are  you  goin'  to  jine  us?” 

“That's  the  idea.” 

Billy  White  looked  Harry  over  disdainfully. 

*  %  u  You're  too  light  for  the  business,”  he  sneered.  “You 
don't  look  the  part.” 

“I  was  ordered  to  report  to  Big  Lally.  I  go  back  to  Bat 
Buzzard  then.  I’m  not  joining  this  trip.” 

“I  dunno  whether  to  let  you  into  camp  or  not,”  said 
White,  doubtfully.  '“You  better  gimme  your  letter  and  I 
turn  it  over  to  Tom  the  Tinker.  He’s  boss  when  Bat’s 


away.” 

«/ 


“My  orders  were  to  give  the  letter  only  to  Big  Lally. 
I’ve  given  you  the  pass  just  as  it  was  given  to  me,  and 
you  admit  it’s  right.  What  more  do  you  want,  I’d  like  to 
know?” 


“You  gimme  the  letter.  I  can’t  let  you  go  in.” 

Harry  slipped  from  the  saddle. 

“All  right;  I  s’pose  I  shall  have  to  do  as  you  say,”  he 
replied.  “Here’s  the  letter.  I’ll  stop  here.” 

“See  that  you  do,”  replied  White,  and  he  tookdhe  letter 
and  hurried  off  among  the  trees. 


But  Harry  did  not  heed  the  warning. 

He  was  determined  to  improve  his  opportunity  to  see 
a  little  more  of  the  place. 

So  he  stole  after  the  fellow,  and  in  a  minute  saw  him 
enter  a  small  clearing  where  there  were  several  log  huts 
in  front  of  the  largest  of  which  a  fire  burned. 
w'This  was  the  hut  which  Billy  White  went  into. 

In  a  moment  he  was  out  again,  accompanied  by  Tom  the 
Tinker,  who  Harry  readily  recognized  as  the  man  who  had 
led  the  outlaws  at  Savage  City. 

“You  say  he  comes  from  Bat?”  asked  the  Tinker,  who 
was  only  partly  dressed. 

“Yes,  and  he’s  brung  this  hyar  letter  for  Big  Lally,  but 
T  thought  T’d  better  bring  it  to  you.” 

“You  did  quite  right,”  said  the  Tinker,  and  without  the 
Last  hesitation  he  tore  open  the  letter  and  started  in  to 
Tv-ad  it  in  the  firelight. 

“This  is  a  great  go!”  he  cried.  “Beckon  we  made  no 


in  Make  in  busting  ahead  on  our  own  account.” 

“What’-  the  row?”  demanded  White. 

“The  row  is  Bat’s  been  shot  and  is  sick  somewhere.  He 
ward-  Lallv  to  lead  the  attack  on  Five  Fork-  mine  right 
jiow  this  morning.” 

“We]],  you  intended  to  do  that,  anyhow.” 

“Ye-,  but  look  a-here,  Billv.  listen  to  this: 
b\r,d  a  for  Torn  the  Tinker,  if  you  can  find  the  chance 
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to  put  a  ball  in  his  back  while  the  fight  is  on  you  will  be 
doing  me  a  big  service,  and  don’t  you  forget  it.  You  shall 
come  in  for  half  of  all  I  get  out  of  the  mine;  and  it  will  be 
a  lot.  1  know  what  I  know;  give  me  a  week  at  Five  Forks 
and  I'll  be  as  rich  a  man  as  there  is  in  Montana.  liemem- 
ber  what  1  say.’  ” 

“Blast  his  picter!”  cried  Billy,  “it’s  just  as  you  said. 
Tom.” 

“You  bet  it  is!  Bat  Buzzard  don’t  never  come  face  to 
face  with  me  again  hut  one  of  us  dies.  Who  is  this  feller 
who  brought  the  letter  in?” 

“Dunno  him.  He’s  a  stranger  to  me.” 

“Well,  get  back  and  bring  him  in.  He  shall  be  made  to 
tell  whar  Bat’s  a-hiding  if  I  have  to  skin  him  alive.” 

Harry  started  as  the  Words  were  spoken. 

So  intensely. interested  had  he  been  that  he  lost  a  little 
of  his  caution,  and  made  more  noise  than  he  had  intended. 

“Who’s  that?”  cried  the  Tinker.  “Someone  sneaking 
around  the  camp.” 

Without  an  instant’s  hesitation  he  whipped  out  his  revol¬ 
ver  and  fired  in  among  the  trees,  while  both  he  and  Billy 
White  started  in  the  same  direction  on  the  run. 

For  Harry  there  was  no  help  hut  to  run,  too,  and  he  took 
the  direction  which  came  handiest. 

“That’s  the  feller!”  bawled  Billy  White. 

Bang!  Bang! 

Two  shots  came  whizzing  toward  him. 

Perhaps  Billy  fired  both,  hut  if  Tom  the  Tinker  put  one 
on  the  move  he  speedly  repented  it. 

“Hold  on!  Don’t  shoot  the  feller!  We  want  to  take 
him  alive!”  he  shouted.  “We  must  find  out  where  Bat  is 
hiding  if  it  takes  a  leg.  Bun  him  down!  Bun  him  down!” 

Then  a  chase  began  which  was  to  tax  Harry  to  his  ut¬ 
most. 

Darting  away  from  his  pursuers  he  ran  as  he  had  never 
run  before,  and  it  must  be  admitted  with  hilt  little  hope 
that  he  would  be  able  to  distance  them  in  the  end. 


CHAPTEB  IX. 

THE  CAPTURE  OF  FIVE  FORKS  MINE. 

If  Harry  had  gone  straight  or  anywhere  near  it  he  never 
could  have  escaped. 

But  at  the  very  start  he  took  to  dodging,  and  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  he  did  manage  to  give  his  pursers  the  slip,  complet¬ 
ing  the  job  by  climbing  a  tree,  where  he  hid  among  the 
branches  while  they  searched  everywhere  for  him,  twice 
passing  under  that  very  tree. 

At  last  they  gave  it  up  and  returned  to  the  camp. 

“How  T’m  in  a  nice  fix,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 
“How  can  I  ever  get  out  of  this?  Still,  T  can’t  blame  my¬ 
self.  T  would  have  been  taken  prisoner  sure  if  T  had  re¬ 
mained  by  the  horse.” 
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He  remained  for  some  time  in  the  tree,  hardly  knowing 
what  to  do. 

In  the  meanwhile  he  could  hear  a  lot  of  bustle  in  the  out¬ 
laws’  camp. 

Horses  were  being  brought  out  and  saddled,  he  judged; 
everything  he  heard  indicated  preparations  for  an  immedi¬ 
ate  start. 

Morning  had  now  dawned,  and  descending  from  his 
perch,  Harry  pushed  ahead  until  he  came  to  the  edge  of  the 
cliffs  and  found  himself  looking  down  into  Long  Canyon. 

He  had  hit  it  just  right  this  time. 

On  his  left  was  a  well-defined  trail  leading  down  between 
the  cliffs. 

“That’s  the  way  they  got  down  into  the  canyon,  sure,” 
he  thought.  “This  is  my  chance  to  make  the  mine.” 

He  immediately  began  the  descent,  and  soon  found  him¬ 
self  standing  on  the  floor  of  the  canyon,  when  without  a 
moment’s  delay  he  started  in  the  direction  of  Five  Forks 
mine. 

The  time  Harry  struck  into  the  canyon  was  just  about 
the  time  Old  King  Brady  and  Colonel  Frazer  passed  out  of 
it. 

Harry  had  a  five  mile  walk  ahead  of  him,  with  every  pros¬ 
pect  of  being  overhauled  by  the  Buzzard  gang  on  the  way. 

In  the  meantime  Old  King  Brady  was  getting  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  the  situation  at  the  mine. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over  and  all  preparations  made 
the  detective,  with  his  little  force  behind  him,  started  up 
the  canyon  to  see  what  could  be  done  toward  heading  the 
enemy  off.  j  .. 

“What  I  hope  for  is  to  find  some  place  where  we  can  put 
our  rend  rock  and  hide  behind  the  rocks  with  the  battery,” 
the  detective  said  to  Colonel  Frazer.  “They  will  get  their 
warning,  and  if  they  refuse  to  heed  it  and  persist  in  their 
trespass  I  see  no  reason  why  we  are  not  justified  in  touching 
off  our  cartridges.” 

“It’s  up  to  you,”  was  the  reply.  “These  are  strong  meas¬ 
ures,  of  course.” 

“And  the  case  fully  justifies  us  in  using  strong  measures, 
These  fellows  are  entitled  to  no  consideration;  but  we  will 
try  our  rifles  first.  If  we  can’t  drive  them  off  so,  and  they 
still  persist  in  making  a  fight  for  your  property,  let  their 
fate  be  on  their  own  heads.” 

“There  is  one  thing  you  want  to  remember,  Brady,  and 
that  is  that  these  Cornishmen  are  almighty  poor  fighters,” 
replied  the  captain.  “If  we  had  a  gang  of  regular  Mon¬ 
tana  miners  I  shouldn’t  fear  for  the  result.” 

“Pity  you  haven’t,  then.” 

“That’s  so.  I  see  now  that  it  was  all  a  mistake,  bring¬ 
ing  in  these  Cornishmen.” 

“See  how  they  desert  you  when  trouble  comes.” 

“There  are  good  and  bad  among  them.  Don’t  forge! 
that  some  have  stuck  by  me.” 

Thus  talking,  they  kept  on  their  way,  following  the 
canyon  for  nearly  a  mile  without  coming  to  any  point 
where  Old  King  Brady’s  plan  could  he  carried  out. 

All  at  once  the  sharp  ears  of  the  old  detective  heard  foot¬ 
steps  approaching  in  the  distance. 


Instantly  he  ordered  a  halt. 

“What  now?”  demanded  Captain  Frazer,  who  had  heard 
nothing. 

“Someone  coming.” 

“I  don’t  hear  horses.” 

“It’s  someone  on  foot.” 

“Hold  on!  I  do  hear.  It  must  be  a  spy!” 

“Draw  up  in  line  across  the  canyon,  boys,”  said  the 
old  detective.  “There’s  no  use  talking,  this  canyon  is 
about  the  worst  place  to  hide  in  I  ever  struck.” 

“And  you  will  find  no  place  to  hide,”  declared  the  cap¬ 
tain.  “It  will  be  just  the  same  all  the  way  through.  We 
have  got  to  make  a -stand  for  a  dead  open  and  shut  fight.” 

They  drew  up  across  the  canyon  then,  and  waited. 

“There’s  only  one  person,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “that's 
a  sure  thing.” 

It  was  Harry,  of  course. 

In  a  moment  he  appeared  around  the  bend  of  the  rocky 
wall. 

Old  King  Brady  threw  up  his  hand  with  a  gesture  of 
surprise. 

“You!”  he  exclaimed.  “Where’s  Bad  Buzzard  now?” 

“I  left  him  drunk  in  the  cave,  and  raving  with  fever,” 
called  Harry,  as  he  hurried  forward.  “What  brings  you 
here?” 

“We  are  waiting  for  your  raiders,  Harry,  and  it  seems 
we  only1  get  you.”  . 

“Then  let  me  tell  you  that  you  have  made  a  big  mis¬ 
take.  I  left  them  just  starting  out,  and  have  not  heard  a 
sound  behind  me  since.  It  is  my  opinion  that  they  have 
gone  some  other  way.” 

“There,  Dan!  What  did  I  tell  you?”  cried  Ellie  Wright. 
“You  can’t  deny  that  I  said  so  from  the  first.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  greatly  chagrined. 

He  questioned  Harry  closely. 

Everything  he  had  to  tell  seemed  to  indicate  that  the 
raiders  had  taken  some  other  road. 

“If  I  only  knew  more  about  the  country  around  here,”- 
grumbled  Captain  Frazer.  “Brady,  what  shall  we  do?” 

“Get  back  as  quick  as  possible,”  replied  the  old  detective. 
“  I  own  up,  my  plan  won't  work.  This  time  I  have  a  failure 
to  score,  and  it  can’t  be  helped.” 

They  returned  along  the  canyon  then,  and  Harry  took  the 
opportunity  to  tell  Old  King  Brady  all  that  had  occurred. 

“We  are  up  against  a  disorganized  gang,”  said  the  old 
detective,  “and  that  is  why  this  case  has  gone  so  bv  con- 
traries;  but  we  are  not  through  yet.  Patience,  Harry.  We 
shall  get  hold  in  the  end.” 

“I  wish  now  that  you  had  captured  Bad- Buzzard  while 
you  had  the  chance.  Governor.” 

“Perhaps  it  would  have  been  better.  He  seems  to  cut 
very  little  ice  in  this  business,  though.” 

“Who  is  that  girl?” 

“Daughter  of  the  mine  superintendent.  She  seems  to  he 
engaged  to  Captain  Frazer.” 

“And  her  father?” 

“  We  left  him  dead  drunk  at  the  mine — or  at  least  1  sup¬ 
pose  so.  I  didn't  see  the  fellow  myself." 
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“It  seems  to  be  a  mixed-up  mess  all  around.” 

lhey  continued  to  talk  until  they  had  reached  the  end 
of  the  canyon. 

Here  the  great  table-like  bluff  which  formed  the  wall  on 
the  right  sloped  down  into  the  valley  of  White  Creek  with 
gentle  descent,  the  whole  stretch  being  densely  wooded. 

“Every  chance  for  them  to  get  down  there,  and  every 
chance  for  them  to  hide,”  said  Harry.  “I  guess  that’s  the 
way  they  mean  to  come.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  no  reply. 

He  felt  troubled  to  think  that  he  had  so  misunderstood 
the  possibilities  of  the  situation. 

“Still,  there  is  a  chance  for  us  to  head  them  off  yet,”  he 
x’as  just  saying,  when  all  at  once  the  crack  of  a  dozen  rifles 
from  the  cover  of  the  trees  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  brought 
Captain  Frazer  and  his  Cornishmen  to  a  sudden  halt. 

The  Bradys  hurried  to  the  front. 

“We  are  attacked !”  cried  the  captain,  in  great  excite¬ 
ment. 

“So  it  seems,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  see  no  one, 
however.”  '' 

“You  never  do.  These  fellows  don’t  know  wliaf  it  is  to 
fight  fair.  This  is  the  way  it  has  been  ever  since  the  fight 
for  the  Five  Forks  Mine  began.” 

“The  smoke  came  out  of  that  clump  of  bushes,”  said  Ellie 
Wright,  pointing  to  a  spot  a  hundred  feet  or  so  up  on  the 
mountain  side. 

“And  we  can’t  pass  without  getting  directly  in  range,” 
said  Harry.  .  ( 

“We  must  try  to  draw  them  from  cover,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Captain,  what  do  you  say  to  a  quick  dash. for  the 
mine?”  _  .  . 

“I  suppose  it  is  about  the  only  way.  But  someone  is 
going  to  die.”  . 

“Forward,  boys!  Ahead  on  the  double  quick!”  cried  the 
old  detective,  seeing  that  Captain  Frazer  in  his  indecision 
would  never  make  any  definite  move. 

Then  all  started  on  the  run,  but  before  they  had  gone  a 
dozen  yards  Old  King  Brady  had  to  call  a  halt. 

This  time  he  had  succeeded  in  drawing  the  enemy  from 
cover. 

Headed  by  Tom  the  Tinker,  the  outlaws,  all  well  mount¬ 
ed,  dashed  out  of  the  woods  and  spread  themselves  across 

the  road. 

They  were  thirty-two  strong,  and  made  a  formidable 
force  against  Old  King  Brady’s  little  band. 

But  the  Bradys  got  right  down  to  business. 

Drawing  the  line  together  as  compactly  as  possible,  Old 
King  Brady  opened  fire  on  the  outlaws  as  they  flocked  out 
of  the  woods. 

The  shots  were  instantly  returned,  and  a  sharp  fight  was 
on  in  a  moment. 

Put  to  it,  Captain  Frazer  was  hrave  enough,  and  reason¬ 
ably  cool. 

Terry  Spence  and  Pete  Snow  also  did  good  work,  but  the 
gir!  K1H*  handled  her  rifle  the  best  of  them  all. 


What  with  the  crack  of  rifles  and  the  shouts  of  the 
outlaws,  the  confusion  now  became  indescribable. 

*  Five  horses  were  shot,  and  as  many  outlaws  went  down. 
Several  of  the  Cornishmen  had  been  killed  outright  when 
the  climax  came. 

A  quick  rush  made  by  the  outlaws  settled  the  fate  of  the 
Bradys’  little  band,  for  they  could  not  stand  agamst  the 
horses. 

Captain  Frazer  dropped  before  a  well-directed  shot  from 
Tom  the  Tinker’s  rifle. 

Terry  Spence  and  Pete  Snow*  fell  dead  almost  at  the  same 
instant,  and  the  next  Old  King  Brady  knew  the  Cornish¬ 
men  were  on  the  run. 

Up  to  now  he  and  Harry  had  been  firing  with  good  effect, 
but  further  resistance  was  useless. 

To  fly  back  up  the  canyon  meant  certain  death;  to  take 
to  the  woods  on  their  right  was  equally  impossible. 

“It’s  all  up  with  us,  Governor!”  groaned  Young  King 
Brady. 

"My  hands  are  up,”  replied  the  old  detective,  raising 
them  then.  “There  is  nothing  else  to  do.” 

Harry  followed  his  example. 

Ellie  meanwhile  had  flung  herself  down  beside  her 
wounded  lover,  and  was  calling  to  him  to  speak. 

With  revolvers  drawn,  Tom  the  Tinker,  Billy  White, 
and  a  giant  of  a  fellow  whom  Harry  took  to  be  the  man 
“Big  Lally”  to  whom  Bad  Buzzard’s  letter  had  been  ad¬ 
dressed,  came  hurrying  forward,  demanding  surrender. 

“You  have  got  it,  man!  What  more  do  you  want?”  said 
Old  King  Brady.  “Can’t  you  see  that  you  have  won  out!” 

“Shoot  ’em  down,  Tom!  Clean  out  the  whole  bunch!” 
one  of  the  gang  yelled. 

But  the  Tinker  resented  the  suggestion. 

“Who’s  bossing  this  business?”  he  snarled.  “Surround 
those  fellows  and  tie  their  hands  behind  them.  Lally,  you 
and  ten  others  follow  them  Cornishmen.  Drive  ’em  so  far 
that  they’ll  never  come  back  again.  Kill  all  you  can  pick 
off  first  fire,  and  send  the  rest  on  the  run;  then  come  back 
here.” 

The  order  was  obeyed,  and  to  the  Bradys  the  fate  of  tfie 

Cornishmen  seemed  sealed. 

v 

Tom  the  Tinker  now  dismounted,  as  did  several  of  the  re¬ 
maining  men. 

“Tie  that  fellow  up  first  of  all,”  he  said,  pointing  to  Har¬ 
ry- 

He  then  approached  Old  King  Brady  and  looked  at  him 
keenly. 

“Say,  I  reckon  you’re  that  New  York  detective  fellow  all 
right,”  he  drawled. 

“I  am,”  was  the  reply.  “I  make  no  secret  of  it.” 

“It’s  just  as  well  you  don’t  then,  for  it  wouldn’t  help  you 
a  bit;  but  thar  was  to  be  two  of  you.  Whar’s  the  other 
one?” 

“He  didn’t  come.” 

“Old  man,  T  believe  you  are  lying.” 

“Believe  what  you  like.  I’m  the  detective.  M’here  is  no 
other.” 
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Old  King  Brady  fully  expected  death. 

'Hie  outlaw  had  won,  the  Five  Forks  mine  was  at  his 
mercy.  There  seemed  no  reason  why  he  should  not  kill  his 
prisoners  if  he  chose. 

But  Tom  the  Tinker  was  not  working  that  way. 

lie  now  passed  on  to  Captain  Frazer,  who  was  sitting  up. 
supported  by  Ellie. 

“  You  are  Dan  Frazer,  if  I  don’t  mistake?”  he  said. 

“I  am,”  replied  the  captain,  grimly.  “All  there  is  left 
of  him.” 

“Know  me?” 

“No.” 

“1  am  Tom  the  Tinker.” 

“Bad  Buzzard’s  right  bower.” 

“Was.  Hain’t  nobody’s  bower  now.  Bad  Buzzard  is  a 
back  number.  I’m  bossing  this  here  gang,  and  you  may  as 
Avell  understand  right  now  that  you’ll  either  sign  over  Five 
Forks  mine  to  me,  boss,  or  you’ll  die  before  the  rising  of  an¬ 
other  sun.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

HARRY  TRIES  A  NEW  SCHEME. 

Tom  the  Tinker  having  made  this  emphatic  statement, 
turned  away  and  said  no  more. 

Young  King  Brady  expected  that  he  would  say  some¬ 
thing  to  Elbe,  but  he  merely  stared  at  her  and  turned  away 
without  a  word. 

The  next  half  hour  was  a  trying  one  for  all  hands. 

The  Bradys  were  marched  to  the  mine  and  locked  up  in 
the  deserted  office,  a  small  building  which  stood  by  it¬ 
self. 

Office  indeed  it  could  scarcely  be  termed,  for  Captain 
Frazer  had  not  even  put  in  a  safe,  and  had  engaged  no 
bookkeeper;  its  only  furniture  was  an  old  desk  and  a  cou¬ 
ple  of  chairs. 

A  little  later  Captain  Frazer  was  brought  in  by  two  men 
and  thrown  roughly  down  upon  the  floor,  while  the  Bradys, 
with  their  hands  tied  behind  them,  occupied  the  chairs. 

As  soon  as  they  had  laid  the  wounded  man  down  the 
two  outlaws  departed,  locking  the  door  behind  them. 

Captain  Frazer  at  once  broke  out  into  a  torrent  of  abuse 
against  the  Bradys. 

He  had  been  buncoed;  instead  of  helping  him  in  his  fight 
for  Five  Forks  mine  they  had  botched  the  whole  business 
and  made  matters  infinitely  worse. 

According  to  Frazer  then,  the  Bradys  were  fakes,  frauds, 
humbugs — anything  that  was  bad. 

And  so  he  kept  it  up,  until  from  sheer  weariness  and 
never  getting  an  answer  he  ceased  to  speak. 

Still  the  Bradys  remained  silent,  the  old  detective  having 
given  Uarrv  a  secret  sign  to  that  efiYof. 

He  wanted  Captain  Frazer  to  have  time  to  cool  down 


and  think  better  of  it,  and  that  time  came  a  few  minute- 
later  on. 

“Brady!”  called  the  captain  from  the  floor,  “have  you 
nothing  to  say?” 

“Only  this,  that  you  must  be  patient,  Captain  Frazer," 
the  old  detective  replied.  “The  tide  may  turn  yet.  Don't 
forget  that  I  placed  a  most  powerful  weapon  in  the  yard 
before  we  ever  left  the  mine.” 

“You  allude  to  the  barrel  of  whisky.” 

“I  do.” 

“If  it  proves  no  more  effectual  than  the  rest  of  your 
preparations  it  won’t  amount  to  much.” 

“Come,  come!  Let’s  have  no  more  of  this  talk.  Are  you 
badly  wounded?”  ^ 

“No;  it’s  only  a  scratch.” 

“Good.  Where  is  Miss  Wright?” 

“Don't  ask  me.  I’m  engaged  to  that  girl.  YYrn  can 
imagine  how  1  feel,  knowing  that  she  is  in  the  hands  of 
these  wretches.” 

The  conversation  might  have  extended  indefinitely,  but 
just  then  two  men  came  in  and  carried  Old  King  Brady  off 
between  them  without  a  word  of  explanation. 

The  old  detective  was  hurried  to  Captain  Frazer’s  house, 
where  he  found  Tom  the  Tinker,  Billy  White,  and  Big 
Lally  eating  breakfast  and  being  waited  upon  by  Ellie 
Wright,  who  seemed  also  to  have  been  cook. 

They  were  devouring  Captain  Frazer’s  provisions  at  a 
great  rate. 

In  the  corner  of  the  room  sat  a  small  man,  who  looked 
the  drunken  wreck  which  he  was. 

This,  of  course,  was  Superintendent  Wright. 

A  more  wretched  specimen  of  humanity  Old  King  Brady 
had  seldom  seen. 

“Say,  you,  Brady  man,  stand  thar  by  the  door  whar  yer ' 
betters  kin  look  at  yer,”  said  the  Tinker,  with  liis  mouth 
full  of  ham  and  eggs.  “Answer  my  question,  and  look  out 
you  do  it  better  than  that  skunk  in  the  corner,  or  thar’ll 
be  trouble.  Say,  you,  Wright,  have  you  made  up  yer  mind 
to  tell?” 

“How  can  I  tell  what  I  don’t  know,"  whined  the  drunk¬ 
ard.  “If  you  don’t  give  me  whisky  I  shall  die,  that’s  one 
thing  sure!” 

“And  a  good  job  if  you  did,”  put  in  Big  Lally;  “then  I'll 
marry  your  darter.  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

Old  King  Brady  was  surprised  to  see  Ellie  smile  and 
throw  a  languishing  glance  at  Lally. 

But  as  she  continued  her  work  around  the  table  she  did 
not  speak. 

“Get  ahead  with  the  detective.  Tom."  said  Billy  White. 
“We  want  to  make  as  short  work  of  this  as  we  ean.  Furst 
a  on  knoA\  Bat  Buzzard  will  be  tumbling  in  on  us,  raising  the 
deuce.” 

“Lot  him  come!  What  the  mischief  do  I  care?”  retorted 
the  Tinker.  “His  day  is  all  over.” 

“Question!  Question!"  bawled  Big  Lally.  with  his 
11101,1 1’  frdl  ef  butter  cakes  which  Ellie  had  been  baking  on 
a  griddle. 
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"You  Brady  man,  has  Cappy  Frazer  ever  told  you  of  any 
big  lor  of  gold  which  he  has  got  hidden  away  in  this  hyar 
mine:"  demanded  the  Tinker. 

"No,  he  has  not.” 

"Think!  It  won't  pay  you  to  lie  to  me.” 

"No,  he  has  not,"  replied  Old  King  Brady  steadily. 
Suddenly  the  Tinker  drew  a  revolver  and  aimed  it  direct¬ 
ly  at  the  old  detective's  head. 

“Question!”  cried  Big  Lally. 

"Question!"  added  Billy  White.  “We  know  what  the 
true  answer  is.  Plug  him  if  he  don’t  answer  true.” 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  not  to  he  turned  by  this  weak 

bluff. 

“No,  he  has  not,”  he  repeated  in  the  same  unflinching 

fashion. 

Tom  the  Tinker  dropped  his  revolver. 

“Aren’t  you  going  to  kill  him?”  asked  Big  Lally. 

“Not  now.  Later  on,”  said  the  Tinker.  “Boys,  take 
him  away.  Lock  him  in  one  of  them  shaft  houses.  What’s 
that  you  say?  Thar  hain’t  no  door?  Well,  then,  tie  his 
legs  and  tumble  him  over.  You  can  hang  him  head,  down¬ 
wards  in  the  shaft  for  all  I  care,  the  meddling  Wall  street 
spy!” 

Out  in  the  Far  West  the  worst  thing  one  can  say  of  a  man 
is  that  he  hails  from  Wall  street. 

But  Old  King  Brady  understands  these  people  perfectly. 
He  had  no  fears  as  yet. 

Evidently  there  was  some  secret  to  be  solved. 

“They’ll  try  to  use  me  yet — see  if  they  don’t,”  he  said  to 
himself. 

The  men  carried  him  out,  and  tying  his  legs  in  the  shaft- 
house,  tipped  the  old  man  over  there  and  left  him  on  the 

floor. 

Next  it  was  Harry  who  was  brought  in  to  be  questioned. 
The  outlaws  were  through  their  breakfast  by  this  time, 
and  had  lighted  their  pipes. 

Tom  the  Tinker  started  right  in. 
fh.  « You’re  the  feller  what  brung  the  note  from  Bart  Buz¬ 
zard  to  my  camp?”  he  asked. 

“Course  he  is,”  broke  in  Billy  White. 

“Now,  don’t  you  be  buttin’  in,  Bill,”  cried  the  Tinker. 
“Answer,  boy.” 

“I  am,”  replied  Harry. 

“Who  give  you  that  note?” 

“A  man  I  met  in  Ravage  City.” 

“I  recognize  you  now.  You  are  the  fellow  who  inter¬ 
fered  in  that  fight  in  front  of  the  Three  Jugs.” 

“Well,  I  am.” 

“Was  the  feller  you  rescued  then  the  one  who  gave 
you  the  note?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did  you  know  he  was  Bad  Buzzard?” 

“I  don’t  know  anything  about  your  Bad  Buzzards;  ho 
told  rne  his  name  was  Jim  Woods.” 

“Whar  is  he  now?” 

“He  made  me  swear  not  to  tell.  He  was  badly  wounded. 
H‘/i  a  dying  man,  I  believe.  I  won’t  give  him  away.” 


The  outlaws  looked  at  each  other.” 

"Did  you  leave  him  at  Savage  City?”  Big  Lally  demand¬ 
ed  then. 

“I  won’t  tell  you  where  he  is,”  said  Harry  steadily.  “He 
was  good  to  me.  I  swore  to  stand  by  him,  and  1  will.” 

Young  King  Brady  knows  his  business. 

Such  talk  as  this  is  the  style  which  goes  with  the  average 
Western  tough,  and  is.  the  kind  most  likely  to  inspire  re¬ 
spect. 

“What’s  your  name?”  demanded  Tom,  suddenly  chang¬ 
ing  the  subject. 

“Harry  Harvey.” 

“Whhr  you  from?”  y 

“I  belong  in  Wyoming.” 

“  Aren’t  you  the  partner  of  that  old  man  you  were  caught 
with?” 

“Partner  nothing.  I  don’t  know  him.” 

“Why  did  you  come  to  Five  Forks  mine?” 

“Why  did  you  chase  me?  I  got  off  the  bluff  the  best  I 
could.  I  didn’t  know  which  way  to  go.  First  I  knew  I  ran 
into  those  fellows  in  the  canyon.  What  else  could  I  do 
but  make  friends  with  them,  say?” 

“You  fought  for  them  pretty  lively,  all  the  same.” 

“Against  you,  yes.  Yrou  tried  to  kill  me.” 

“You  played  the  spy.” 

“I  wasn’t  born  yesterday.  If  I  hadn’t  played  the  spy  you 
would  have  killed  me  all  right,  I  guess.” 

“He  has  you  thar,  Tom,”  said  Big  Lally.  “The  boy  is 
like  everyone  else,  doing  the  best  he  can  for  himself.” 

“I’m  running  this,”  said  the  Tinker.  “Looker’  hyar, 
Harvey,  I  orter  kill  yer  right  now,  but  I’ll  let  you  live  on 
one  condish.” 

“What’s  your  condition?”  demanded  Harry. 

“Tell  me  what  Bad  Buzzard  said  about  gold  hidden  here 
— a  whole  lot.” 

“He  never  said  a  word  direct.” 

“He  hinted  at  it.” 

“Oh,  he  did,  eh?  Waal,  what  did  he  say?” 

“Said  if  I  stuck  to  him  he’d  make  me  rich.” 

“That’s  the  talk.  Did  he  say  how?” 

“He  said  after  he  had  captured  Five  Forks  mine  from 
Captain  Frazer  and  the  Bradys.” 

“And  he  didn’t  tell  you  thar  was  gold  hid  here?” 

“He  said  it  was  a  gold  mine — yes.” 

“I  mean  gold  already  dug  out?” 

“No,  he  didn’t.  He  hinted  at  it,  though.” 

“To  Halifax  with  your  hints.” 

“Well,  boss,  that’s  all  I  can  tell  you  if  you  want  me  to 
tell  it  straight.  Of  course,  I  can  make  up  any  old  yarn  if 
you  want  that.” 

“I  don’t.  Take  him  outside  a  minute,  you  two.  Bring 
him  in  when  T  whistle.” 

This  was  done,  but  Harry  was  not  brought  in  again. 

After  a  little  Big  Lally  came  along. 

By  this  lime  Harry  had  learned  a  lot  as  to  what  was 
going  forward# 
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The  outlaws  who  had  chased  the  Cornishmen  had*  re¬ 
turned  with  Big  Daily. 

'They  and  others  were  now  gathered  about  the  whisky 
barrel,  and  were  whooping  things  up  in  lively  style. 

Trouble  was  in  the  wind,  that  was  evident. 

It  bid  fair  to  be  a  day  and  night  of  wild  revelry. 

How  was  it  all  going  to  end. 

“It  isn’t  often  that  the  Governor  makes  such  a  miss  of  it 
as  he  has  done  this  trip,”  thought  Harry,  as  Big  Lally  came 
striding  up  to  him.  “Upon  my  word,  I  don’t  see  how 
things  ever  can  straighten  out.” 

Lally  tackled  him  then. 

“Say,  young  feller,”  he  began,  in  a  thick  voice,  which 
showed  that  he  had  been  hitting  the  whisky  himself,  “I’m 
your  friend.  Why  in  Halifax  didn’t  you  give  that  letter  to 
me?” 

“Did  the  best  I  could,”  retorted  Harry,  glancing  at  the 
guard  who  stood  near  him  in  a  meaning  way. 

“Say,  you  fellers  can  quit  now.  I’ll  take  care  of  this 
boy.  Go  and  get  your  drink,”  Lally  said. 

The  men  immediately  departed. 

“Now,  then,”  said  Lally,  “I’ve  got  you  alone.  We  may 
be  interrupted  any  minute.  That  man  you  call  Jim  Woods 
is  my  best  friend.  Those  fellows  inside  are  my  wust  en¬ 
emies  and  his’n.  Jim  Woods  and  the  Bat  Buzzard  what 
they  have  been  talkin’  to  you  about  are  the  same  person. 
Will  you  take  me  to  him?  If  he’s  sick  and  sufferi-n’  he 
needs  my  help.” 

Harry  looked  at  the  outlaw  steadily. 

Treachery  and  meanness  were  written  all  over  his  face. 

That  he  had  any  other  idea  than  to  betray  Bad  Buzzard 
he  could  not  believe,  and  yet  something  seemed  to  tell  him 
that  he  had  best  make  terms  for  his  own  and  Old  King 
Brady’s  sake. 

“I’ll  go  you  if  you’ll  go  it  alone,”  he  replied. 

“  Of  course  I  mean  to  go  it  alone,”  was  the  eager  answer. 
“Will  you  take  me  to  whar  he  is?” 

“Yes,  I  will;  you,  but  no  one  else.” 

“Stand  whar  you  be;  don’t  attempt  to  move  unless  you 
want  trouble.” 

“All  right.” 

Lally  disappeared  inside  the  house,  and  was  gone  a  few 
minutes. 

Then  he  came  out  again  and  said : 

“It’s  all  fixed  with  them  fellers.  They  think  I’m  work¬ 
ing  for  their  interests.  Say  nothing  and  saw  wood.  We 
go  right  now.” 

He  cut  Harry  free  on  the  spot,  and  led  him  to  the  barn, 
where  the  horses  had  been  put  up  along  with  several  others 
belonging  to  the  mine. 

Picking  out  two  good  ones,  he  ordered  Harry  to  mount, 
and  a  few  minutes  later  they  rode  off  up  Long  Canyon. 

Old  King  Brady,  looking  out  through  the  open  door  of 
the  shaft-house  as  he  lay  there,  saw  them  go. 

“What’s  the  boy  up  to  now?”  he  asked  himself.  “He  has 
got  some  scheme  on  hand,  surest  thing.  Well,  it’s  Harry, 


and  something  tells  me  that  he  is  making  .the  right  move 
and  we  shall  win  out  in  the  end.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  TURNS  TRANCE  MEDIUM. 

Harry  had  determined  to  take  Big  Lally  up  to  the  out¬ 
laws’  camp  by  the  way  he  came  down,  and  thence  by  the 
underground  passage  into  Bad  Buzzard’s  secret  cave. 

For  better  or  for  worse.  Young  King  Brady  had  deter¬ 
mined  to  put  his  scheme  of  playing  one  outlaw  against  the  ** 
other  through,  hoping  that  some  good  would  come  out  of  ft 
in  the  end. 

In  the  meanwhile  Old  King  Brady  was  getting  decidedly 
the  worst  of  it,  for  even  with  no  more  desirable  company 
than  Big  Lally  it  was  better  to  be  riding  freely  in  the  open 
than  to  find  oneself  bound  hand  and  foot  the  way  the  old 
detective  was. 

But  the  day  wore  on  and  no  relief  came. 

Looking  out  of  the  shaft-house  door  as  lie  lay  there  Old 
King  Brady  had  a  view  of  part  of  the  mine  yard,  and  every 
little  while  the  drunken  outlaws  would  go  reeling  past, 
shouting  and  singing. 

Old  King  Brady’s  whisky  was  doing  its  work,  but  not 
exactly  in  the  way  the  detective  had  intended. 

Toward  noon  it  began  to  look  as  if  something  very  serious 
might  come  of  it,  and  Old  King  Brady  trembled  for  the 
safety  of  Captain  Frazer  and  Ellie,  for  he  felt  that  what¬ 
ever  trouble  came  it  was  likely  to  fall  heaviest  upon  them. 

It  was  not  until  after  dinner  that  anyone  came  near  the 
detective. 

Meanwhile  the  excitement  outside  had  about  reached  its 
height,  as  far  as  noise  was  concerned. 

All  at  once  firing  began. 

Pistols  were  popping  and  foul  language  seemed  to  be 
flying  about  freely  on  all  sides. 

The  voice  of  Tom  the  Tinker  could  presently  be  heard 
interposing  in  the  quarrel. 

But  this  didn’t  seem  to  amount  to  much  at  first,  for  more 
shots  followed. 

Presently  the  noise  died  away,  and  the  gang  could  be 
heard  moving  toward  Captain  Frazer’s  house,  where  from 
the  loud  talk  heard  in  the  distance,  it  seemed  to  the  old 
detective  that  the  quarrel  had  been  resumed. 

Tt  was  just  about  this  time  that  a  welcome  face  appeared 
at  the  shaft-house  door. 

Tt  was  the  girl,  Ellie  Wright.  j 

“Don’t  speak  loud,”  she  whispered.  “I  am  here  on  busi¬ 
ness.  and  it  must  be  settled  quick.  In  a  few  minutes  that 
man  tliev  call  the  Tinker  will  come  to  you.  Tell  him  when 
he  asks  that  you  are  a  spiritualist  medium,  and  have  a 
sure  wav  of  locating  hidden  treasure.  He  will  ask  you  to 
go  with  him.  Lead  him  across  to  the  woods  at  the  foot  of 
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the  mountain,  there  do  him  up!  Make  him  a  prisoner  some¬ 
how,  and  wait  for  me.” 

“Good  for  you,  daughter,”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 
“Whatever  your  father  may  be  you  have  got  some  life  in 
"  you.  1  shall  do  just  as  you  say.” 

“My  father  is  a  drunken  sot,  but  he  knows  his  business. 
Just  at  present  he  is  dead  drunk  and  asleep,  and  1  tell  you 
frankly,  Mr.  Brady,  1  don't  very  much  care  what  becomes 
of  him,  so  there!” 

“They  have  not  harmed, you?” 

“Not  on  your  life!  1  was  born  and  brought  up  in  the 
worst  part  of  Arizona.  I  know  how  to  hold  my  own  among 
•y  these  fellows  every  time,  but  we’ve  got  to  get  rid  of  Tom 
*  -xhe  Tinker — that’s  one  sure  thing,  and  it’s  up  to  you  to  do 

it.” 

‘Til  do  it.” 

‘‘Did  they  take  your  revolver  away  from  you  when  they 
searched  you  that  time?” 

“Yes;  but  I  have  another.” 

I  “Right,  Glad  of  it,  for  I  only  have  one,  and  I  want  that, 
ow  I’m  off.” 

“Wait  one  moment.  They  were  fighting  just  now.” 
“Yes,  a  drunken  row.  They  are  all  drunk.  You  are 
sponsible  for  that.” 

“I  know.  It  may  prove  a  good  thing  yet.” 

“Hard  to  see  how.  The  Cornishmen  are  gone  for  good, 
can’t  see  where  help  is  coming  from  myself.” 

“Nor  I;  but  still  it  may  come  when  we  least  expect  it. 
ras  anyone  killed  in  the  fight?”  •  -  ^  ' 

“No;  but  three  were  shot,  and  so  badly  wounded  that 
ley  are  out  of  business.” 

“Good!  I  wish  it  had  been  three  times  three.” 

“So  do  I;  but  I’m  oft'  now,  Brady.  Do  the  best  you 
n.”  "  $7  - 

She  flitted  out  of  the  shaft-house,  and  was  gone  in  an 
stant.  :t  •  • 

"‘Thank  heaven  I’ve  got  at  least  one  ally  outside  there.” 
ie  old  detective  said  to  himself.  “Some  relief  may  come 
it  of  this.” 

For  twenty  minutes  and  over  Old  King  Brady  lay  wait- 
g  and  listening. 

Then  footsteps  were  heard,  and  in  a  moment  Tom  the 
inker  came  into  the  shaft-house. 

His  face  was  fearfully  flushed,  and  it  was  evident  that 
i  had  been  drinking  heavily;  at  the  same  time  he  seemed 
1  have  himself  under  perfect  control. 

“Well,  old  man,  how  do  you  find  yourself  now?”  be  de- 
anded,  lighting  a  cigar  and  balancing  himself  against  the 
indlass  frame  at  the  mouth  of  the. shaft. 

“  Very  uncomfortable,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “thanks 
1  yon.” 

“Thanks  to  yourself.  What  did  you  want  to  come  all  the 
ay  from  Wall  street,  hutting  in  on  this  mine  fight  for? 
i here’-:  where  all  your  troubles  began.” 

“J  had  my  reasons,”  replied  the  detective,  mysteriously. 

1  ^“Yon  did,  eh?  Good  ones,  T  suppose?” 

“I  thought  so.” 


“  'Twasn’t  so  much  to  knock  out  Bad  Buzzard  as  to  knock 
in  something  else,  now.  Was  that  it?” 

“Who  lias  been  talking  to  you?  Has  Captain  Frazer 
told  you  all?” 

“Gappy  Frazer  has  told  me  nothing.  He’s  in  bed,  laid 
up  with  his  wound,  and  there,  he’ll  stay  till  he  signs  over  his 
rights  in  Five  Forks  mine  to  me,  which  lie  is  bound  to  do 
sooner  or  later,  and  don’t  you  forget  it.  But  1  know  what 
I  know,  and  what  you  know,  too.” 

“It  can  only  be  one  thing,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You 
have  heard  of  my  doings  with  the  divining  rod,  I  suppose?” 

The  Tinker  gave  a  knowing  wink. 

“You’re  a  wise  one,”  he  said.  “All  you  Wall  street 
fellers  are  big  rascals  as  you  are,  too.  You  got  the  story 
of  Old  Bill  Bull  from  Gappy  Frazer,  of  course.” 

“You  seem  to  be  as  wise  as  I  am,  but  I  doubt  if  you  know 
the  story  of  Bill  Bull,  just  the  same.” 

“I  don’t,  hey?  Well,  then,  let  me  tell  it  to  yer.” 

“Go  on,  by  all  means,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  am 
feeling  so  nice  and  comfortable  now  that  nothing  would 
please  me  better  than  to  listen  to  a  good  long  story.  Just 
bust  right  ahead.” 

“Say,  Brady,  if  you  will  promise  me  you  won’t  make  no 
trouble  nor  turn  on  me  nor  nothing  like  that  I’ll  set  you 
free,”  the  Tinker  blurted  out. 

“I  promise.” 

“Honest  Injun?” 

“Yes,  yes!  You  have  my  promise.  That’s  enough.” 

The  Tinker  pulled  out  a  long  knife,  cut  the  cords  which 
bound  Old  King  Brady,  and  gave  him  a  hand  to  rise. 

“Old  man,”  he  said,  earnestly,  “I’m  your  friend,  and 
don’t  you  forget  it.  I’m  the  only  friend  you’ve  got  in  this 
bunch,  too;  you  want  to  tie  to  me.” 

“Let’s  have  that  story,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  don’t 
want  to  betray  any  man’s  confidence,  hut  if  you  know  the 
story  of  Old  Bill  Bull  I’m  with  you  on  an  even  divide.” 

“Sure!  That’s  me.  I  always  play  fair.  You  bet! 
Waal,  the  yarn  is  a  short  one.  Just  that  Old  Bill  Bull,  way 
back  in  the  early  seventies  worked  up  a  mine  here  and 
never  got  away  with  his  gold,  but  hid  it  somewhar  on  this 
land  by  the  Five  Forks,  and  Wound  up  by  being  shot  by  the 
Injuns  afore  he  could  ever  get  away  with  it.  That’s  the 
yarn.  Bat  Buzzard  got  it  from  a  feller  down  in  Arizona 
who  worked  with  Old  Bill.  It’s  only  a  little  while  ago.  I 
only  heard  of  it  last  week,  and  was  then  able  to  understand 
why  Buzzard  was  so  all-fired  anxious  to  get  this  claim.  Of 
course,  it’s  a  rich  one,  and  Bat  meant  to  work  it  for  fair, 
but  he  knowed  about  the  hidden  gold,  too.  He  was  drunk 
when  he  told  it,  and  he’s  been  drunk  about  ever  since.  He’s 
a  queer  one,  is  Bat.  I  can’t  see  how  Gappy  Frazer  ever 
came  to  hear  about  it.  I - ” 

“Hold  on,”  broke  in  Old  King  Brady.  “There  are  some 
things  you  don’t  know,  and  mightn’t  believe  in  if  I  was  to 
tell  you,  Mr.  What’s-your-name.” 

“My  name  is  Tom  and  you  had  better  not  call  me  out  of 
it.  Just  you  try  me.  Mehhc  T  know  more’n  you  think.” 
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"Did  you  know  that  Captain  Frazer  was  a  great  spiritual¬ 
ist  ?” 

“Mebbo  1  did.” 

“Did  you  know  that  the  spirits  told  him  to  send  for  me 
because  .1  know  how  to  locate  buried  gold  with  their  help?” 

“Mebbe  I  did.  Is  it  true?” 

“1  can  prove  it  when  the  right  time  comes.” 

“What’s  the  matter  with  right  now  being  the  right 
time?” 

“Shall  we  make  it  so?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  will  do  just  as  1  say?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are  we  likely  to  be  interfered  with?” 

“Not  none;  the  boys  are  all  dead  lush  and  asleep,  thanks 
to  a  bail  of  old  rye  some  fool  left  in  the  yard  hyar.  I  can’t 
understand  why.” 

“Then  let  us  go,  Tom.  You  stick  close  to  me.  Don’t 
speak  unless  I  speak  to  you.  I’m  going  into  a  sort  of  trance 
now.” 

Then  Old  King  Brady,  fixing  his  eyes  on  vacancy,  after 
a  feAv  minutes  began  to  twist  and  turn  and  screw  up  his 
features  into  queer  knots. 

Suddenly  stopping  this  nonsense,  he  said  in  a  sepulchral 
voice : 

“Follow  me!” 

Tom  the  Tinker  was  only  too  willing. 

Half  drunk  and  wholly  superstitious,  he  had  been  stuffed 
full  of  nonsense  by  Elbe,  who  indeed  had  heard  rumors  of 
buried  treasure  at  Five  Forks,  as  was  the  case  with  every¬ 
one,  and  is  often  so  with  once-abandoned  mines  when  taken 
in  hand  again. 

Keeping  his  face  rigid,  Old  King  Brady  walked  out  into 
the  mine  yard. 

Several  of  the  outlaws  lay  drunk  about  the  whisky  barrel, 
but  no  one  else  was  to  be  seen. 

Old  King  Brady  made  straight,  for  the  woods  at  the  base 
of  the  bluff. 

They  had  no  sooner  entered  them  than  lie  paused,  and 
cutting  a  twig  from  a  bush,  made  a  forked  stick  after  the 
manner  of  divining  rods  whose  powers  are  much  believed  in 
out  in  the  Far  West. 

Holding  the  rod  erect  with  both  hands  grasping  the 
prongs,  Old  King  Brady  pushed  on  among  the  trees  and 
bushes,  watching  for  some  sign  of  Elbe. 

Here  the  ground  was  soft,  owing  to  the  place  lying  low 
and  becoming  a  little  swampy  after  heavy  rains,  and  he  was 
soon  able  to  detect  footprints  in  the  grass. 

They  were  small,  and  evidently  those  of  a  woman. 

They  led  toward  the  base  of  the  bluff,  and  as  the  detec¬ 
tive  was  walking  solemnly  along  with  the  Tinker  at 
his  heels  he  suddenly  spied,  lying  half -embedded  in  the 
grass,  a  large  iron  ring. 

Beyond  this  ring  there  were  no  footprints.  The  trail 
ended  right  here. 

It  was  as  good  a  place  as  any,  and  Old  King  Bradv  let 
the  rod  go  down  just  above  the  ring. 


That  his  own  curiosity  was  aroused  by  its  presence  1-  not 
to  be  denied. 

“Behold  the  hiding  place  of  the  treasure!”  he  exclaimed, 
in  a  voice  loud  enough  for  Elbe  to  hear  if  she  was  anywhere 
in  hiding,  as  he  believed  to  be  the  case. 

“By  thunder!  Why,  this  is  great!”  cried  the  Tinker. 
“What  have  we  here?” 

Old  King  Brady  threw  down  the  rod  and  remained  mo¬ 
tionless. 

It  served  his  purpose  to  play  the  trance  still. 

Then  Tinker  stooped  down  and  seized  the  ring. 

It  did  not  come  up  as  easily  as  he  thought  for. 

Evidently  it  was  attached  to  something  buried  in  the 
earth. 

“It’s  the  treasure,  sure!”  cried  the  outlaw,  now  thorough¬ 
ly  excited. 

He  dropped  on  his  knees  and  began  pawing  about  in  the 
grass. 

This  sealed  his  fate. 

Instantly  Old  King  Brady  whipped  out  his  revolver  and 
covered  him. 

“Hands  up,  man!  You  are  my  prisoner!”  he  cried. 
“One  move  to  balk  my  purpose  and  I  shoot  you  like  a  dog!” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

“And  where  are  we  going,  Harvey?”  inquired  Big  Daily, 
once  he  and  Harry  got  web  under  way.  “I  haven’t  asked 
you  before,  but  I  expect  you  to  tell  me  now.” 

“And  that’s  just  what  I  propose  to  do,”  replied  Harry. 
“But  if  you  know  Bad  Buzzard  as  web  as  you  claim  to  I 
should  think  you  could  guess.” 

“Well,  I  can’t  guess,  then,  so  don’t  keep  me  guessing, 
but  spit  it  right  out.” 

“Did  you  never  hear  him  speak  of  a  secret  cave  here 
in  these  mountains?” 

“The  Lone  Horse  range  is  full  of  caves.  I  know  of  half 
a  dozen  myself.” 

“But  none  where  Bad  Buzzard  has  a  secret  hold-out?” 

“Bat’s  a  queer  one.  He  keeps  by  himself  a  lot — always 
did.  He  was  born  and  raised  in  Savage  City.  I  don't 
think  there  is  any  man  around  the  Ixme  Horse  range  what 
knows  it  better  than  him;  of  course  he  is  hiding  in  some 
cave.  That’s  what  all  this  talk  means.” 

“It  is,  and  1  am  going  to  take  you  to  that  cave;  but  T  tell 
you  frankly.  Dally,  from  the  way  I  left  him  it  wouldn't 
surprise  me  one  bit  to  find  that  Bad  Buzzard  was  dead." 

“It  will  be  bad  luck  for  us  then  if  he  is.  because  he 
knows  things  that  we  want  to  know  and  nobod v  else  can 
tell  us.  How  do  we  go?” 

“  We  have  to  go  back  to  your  hold-out,  I  can  find  mv 
way  in  from  there.” 

“Then  why  in  thunder  didn't  you  say  so  in  the  first  place. 
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L  :ie  nearest  way  is  the  way  we  came  down  oil'  the  bluff  in 
t:  e  woods  close  by  Five  Forks  mine.” 


“i  was  thinking  of  the  way  1  came  down  into  the  can¬ 
yon.  ” 

“Oh,  that's  the  old  trail,  and  ever  so  much  longer.  But 
never  mind  now;  we  may  as  well  go  that  way  now  that  we 
are  started;  but  when  we  get  to  the  camp — then  what?” 

“  1  don  t  want  to  go  direct  to  the  camp,  but  to  the  place 
where  Billy  \\  hite  tackled  me  when  1  came  in.” 

“That’s  nearer  still.” 


“Well,  show  me  how  to  get  there  and  I’ll  show  you  the 
cave,"  replied  Harry,  and  after  that- there  was  not  very 
much  said  until  they  got  on  top  of  the  bluff. 

Arrived  at  the  place  where  he  left  his  horse,  Harry  found 
it  gone,  as  he  had  expected. 

Without  halting  he  Jed  Big  Daily  down  into  the  ravine, 
and  without  difficulty  found  the  entrance  to  the  under¬ 
ground  passage. 

Lally  was  growing  interested  now. 

He  declared  that  he  had  never  even  heard  of  the  passage 
before.  He  began  to  show  signs  of  nervousness  when  they 
commenced  on  the  ascent  which  was  to  lead  them  into  the 


cave. 

And  in  fact  Harry  felt  much  the  same  way. 

Would  they  find  Bad  Buzzard  dead?  he  asked  himself. 

They  did  not  find  him  at  all. 

The  light  still  burned,  the  horses  were  there,  and  every¬ 
thing  else  in  the  cave  was  about  as  Harry  had  left  it,  but 
the  mysterious  Bad  Buzzard  had  disappeared. 

Big  Lally  looked  around  the  cave  curiously,  and  the 
first  thing  he  lighted  on  was  the  skin  of  the  buck-toothed 
bear. 

He  held  it  up  and  examined  it  closely. 

Whether  it  conveyed  any  idea  to  his  mind  or  not  Harry 
could  not  tell,  and  as  he  did  not  care  to  go  into  that  he 

said  nothing. 

“What’s  to  be  done?”  asked  Lally  at  last.  “I  can  believe 
that  this  is  Bat’s  hold-out  easy  enough,  but  he  seems  to  have 
slipped  out.  I  suppose  the  only  thing  to  do  is  to  wait; 
by  jove,  here’s  a  bottle  of  the  good  old  stuff.  Bat  always 
knew  what  was  good.  This  will  help  to  give  a  feller  pa¬ 
tience  to  wait  till  he  returns.  Have  a  nip,  Harvey?” 

“No;  I  can’t  go  the  stuff,”  replied  Harry.  “Never 
could.” 


Lally  took  a  long  swig. 

“Thunder!  That’s  the  juice  to  make  your  teeth  curl!” 
he  exclaimed,  throwing  himself  down  upon  the  bear-skin 
and  lighting  his  pipe. 

It  made  his  wits  curl,  all  right. 

From  the  moment  he  got  Bat  Buzzard’s  whisky  inside  of 
him  Big  Lally  began  to  talk  rot. 

Ten  minutes  later  he  rolled  over,  sound  asleep. 

Young  King  Bradv,  who  had  been  watching  all  this 
clorclv,  was  thankful  that  he  had  drank  none  of  the  stuff. 

He  knew  that  the  liquor  in  the  bottle  must  have  been 
drugged,  and  he  had  seen  enough  of  Bad  Buzzard  arid  his 


disguises  to  make  him  sure  that  the  drugging  had  been  done 
by  him. 

“I’m  down  and  out  all  the  same,”  Harry  muttered  half 
aloud.  “I  may  as  well  get  back  to  the  mine  and  see  if  1 
can’t  help  the  Governor.  This  fellow  may  sleep  for  hours. 
There’s  no  use  hanging  around  here.” 

“Ah,  there!  Right  you  are!”  cried  a* voice  behind  him. 
“We’ve  fanned  him  to  sleep,  so  let  him  gently  slumber,  and 
do  you  come  take  a  walk  with  the  buck-toothed  bear!” 

It  was  Bad  Buzzard  at  last! 

The  secret  door  had  opened,  and  there  stood  the  outlaw 
in  the  entrance. 

“I  was  right  out  here,”  he  exclaimed,  his  face  wreathed 
in  smiles.  “I  was  listening  to  all  you  said.  Glad  you  did¬ 
n’t  drink  the  whisky,  Harry,  for  then  1  should  have  had 
to  jump  in  and  stop  you.  1  fixed  up  that  beautiful  dose  of 
knockout  drops  for  whoever  might  come  along  but  you.  I 
want  you,  boy,  but  I  don’t  want  anyone  else.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
We  shall  be  partners  now!  I  knew  you’d  come.  We  shall 
be  partners  now!” 

These  last  words  Bad  Buzzard  spoke  in  a  sing-song  tone, 
and  at  the  same  time  he  seized  hold  of  Harry  and  began 
dancing  with  him  about  the  cave. 

His  face  was  flushed  with  fever,  his  eyes  glistened,  his 
grip  was  like  iron. 

Young  King  Brady  saw  /at  once  that  the  fellow  was  de¬ 
lirious. 

The  liquor  he  had  drank  so  freely  added  to  the  fever  into 
which  his  wound  had  thrown  him  had  completely  turned 
his  head. 

“I  shall  have  to  humor  him,”  thought  Harry.  “He  has 
probably  got  half  a  dozen  knives  and  as  many  revolvers 
about  him.  If  he  takes  a  notion  to  turn  on  me  my  life 
won’t  be  worth  a  rush.”  •» 

“Well,  1  brought  him,  Jim,”  he  said,  “but  I  had  lots  of 
trouble  about  it  all  the  same.” 

v 

“Trouble!  It’s  all  trouble!”  cried  Buzzard.  *  “I’ve  had 
nothing  but  trouble  lately,  but  I’m  going  to  quit  now. 
Know  what  I’m  going  to  do?  Well,  I’m  going  to  knock 
out  all  my  enemies.  Some  I’ll  shoot,  some  I’ll  stab,  some 
I’ll  poison  same  as  I  did  this  fellow.  When  -they  are  all 
dead  you  and  I  will  run  Five  Forks  mine  together  and  get 
to  be  millionaires.  Hold  on,  Harry!  I  forgot.  I  can  make 
you  a  millionaire  right  now.  I’ve  got  a  secret.  I  got  it 
from  a  fellow  down  in  Arizona.  My  secret  has  got  a  name 
to  it.  I  call  it  the  secret  of  Old  Bill  Bull.  It’s  a  golden 
secret,  boy.  Buried  gold!  I  know  where.  Come  along  and 
I’ll  show  you.  We’ll  go  to  Five  Forks  mine.  Hold  on  till 
I  get  my  bearskin.  I’ll  scare  the  life  out  of  Cappy  Frazer. 
I’ll  put  him  on  the  run.  Just  you  wait  and  see.” 

To  these  mad  mutterings  Harry  listened  without  knowing 
what  to  do. 

To  humor  Bad  Buzzard  seemed  the  only  way.  Nothing 
further  was  to  be  looked  for  from  Big  Lally.  He  felt  that 
for  better  or  worse  they  might  as  well  go  back  to  Five  Forks 
mine,  since  Bad  Buzzard  was  in  the  notion  of  doing  so. 
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AND  “DAD  BUZZAliD.” 


Some  good  might  come  oi'  it,  and  certainly  none  could  of 
remaining  in  the  cave. 

Buzzard  now  seized  the  bearskin  and  putting  out  the 
lantern  led  the  way  out  on  the  pass,  telling  Harry  to  bring 
a  rope. 

He  pulled  the  secret  door  shut,  and  stood  looking  at  the 
horses  which  still  remained  hobbled  where  poor  Terry 
Spence  had  left  them.  The  guide’s  superstitious  fears  had 
been  fully  realized.  Death  had  come  to  him  after  seeing 
the  buck-toothed  bear! 

“They've  gone!”  said  Buzzard.  “Where  have  they  gone? 
How  did  they  go?  I  don’t  know  and  I  don't  care.  Let’s 
you  and  me  go,  too,  Harry.  We’ll  go  and  get  Old  Bill 
Bull’s  gold.” 

He  attached  the  rope  to  the  same  spur  of  rock  wliieh 
Old  King  Brady  had  used,  and  throwing  the  bear-skin 
down,  slid  after  it. 

Harry  followed  and  joined  him  in  the  canyon! 

Now  Bad  Buzzard  put  on  the  bearskin,  allowing  the  head 
to  rest  on  top  of  his  own.  1 

“Come  along,  boy!”  he  cried,  seizing  Harry’s  arm.  “I’ll 
make  a  millionaire  of  you.  Come  along  and  help  me  to 

find  Old  Bill  Bull’s  gold!” 

*  *  *  ♦  *  *  * 

Probably  there  never  was  a  more  thoroughly  surprised 
man  in  the  Lone  Horse  range  than  Tom  the  Tinker  when 
Old  King  Brady  jumped  on  him  in  the  way  which  has  been 

told. 

The  old  detective  had  caught  him  foul,  and  Ellie  was 
right  on  hand  to  help  him. 

Out  of  the  bushes  the  girl  glided,  and  covered  the  out¬ 
law  with  her  revolver. 

“Put  up  your  gun,  Brady,”  she  said.  “I’ll  hold  him 
covered  while  you  tie  his  hands.” 

To  repeat  the  Tinker’s  remarks  would  scarcely  be  worth 
while.  They  would  not  look  well  in  print. 

In  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  had  him  securely  bound, 
and  lest  he  should  take  it  into  his  head  to  shout  for  help 
he  gagged  him  also,  for  his  voice  might  have  been  heard 
at  the  mine. 

“You  did  that  first-class,  old  man,”  said  Ellie.  “Now 
let’s  get  ahead  with  our  job.  What  do  you  suppose  we  have 
here  under  this  ring?” 

“I  give  it  up.  Don’t  you  know?”  replied  the  detective, 

“No,  I  don’t,”  said  Ellie.  “It  is  true  that  I  guided  you 
here  by  leaving  a  trail  which  I  suppose  you  saw.” 

“I  did.” 

“I  knew  you  would;  that’s  why  I  walked  so  heavy.  Well, 
about  this  ring  all  I  know  is  that  I  ran  across  it  only  yester¬ 
day  while  T  was  wandering  about  here  in  the  woods.  1 
tried  to  get  it  up  and  couldn’t,  so  T  concluded  to  do  nothing 
about  it  till  Dan  Frazer  came  back.  You  know  what  hap¬ 
pened  when  he  came.  Of  course,  there  has  been  no  chance 
to  do  anything  about  it  since.” 

Old  King  Brady  seized  the  ring  and  exerted  all  his 
strength  to  pull  it  up.  hut  it  would  not  come. 


“I  don’t  seem  to  be  equal  to  that  job,”  he  said,  “it  its 
thoroughly  embedded  in  the  earth,  and  some  digging  will 
have  to  be  done  to  learn  what  it  means.” 

“I’d  like  to  bet  that  it  means  Old  Bill  Bull’s  treasure. 
Brady.” 

“It  may,  but  we  are  wasting  time  here.” 

“I  know  it.  We’ve  got  the  game  right  in  our  hands.’’ 

“Are  they  all  so  drunk  as  that,  Ellie?” 

“Every  mother’s  son  of  them.  Brady,  you're  no  fool.” 

“I  hope  not.  What  do  you  mean?” 

“Simply  that  when  you  had  that  barrel  of  whisky  rolled 
out  into  the  yard  you  did  the  slickest  thing  you  ever  did 
in  your  life,  I  guess.  Let’s  you  and  me  go  back  and 
those  fellows  up  one  by  one.  We  can  do  it.  If  anyone  kick? 
I’ve  got  the  revolver.  Dan  Frazer  is  not  so  bad  but  what 
he  can  lend  a  hand,  too.” 

“The  very  thing  I  was  about  to  propose  myself,”  said  the 
old  detective. 

“Bye-bye,  Tom!”  he  added/turning  to  the  Tinker.  “Lie 
quiet  and  we’ll  be  back  after  awhile  and  take  you  out  of 
this.”  '  M 

If  looks  could  have  killed  Old  King  Brady  would  have 
dropped  dead  on  the  spot,  but  the  Tinker  was  not  talking 
now. 

Accompanied  by  Ellie,  Old  King  Brady  walked  boldly 
back  to  the  mine. 

There  was  not  a  soul  stirring  anywhere  that  they  could 

see.' :  ' 

Ellie  led  the  way  to  the  store-room  where  there  was 
plenty-  of  rope,  and  they  tackled  the  fellows  around  the 
whisky  barrel  first,  who  were  too  stupidly  drunK  to  offer  the : 
slightest  resistance;  indeed,  only:  one  of  them  roused  up. 
and  he,  with  a  few  muttered  words,  immediately  went  off 
asleep  again.  -  : 

They  now  visited  Captain  Frazer,  who  had  been  conveyed 
to  his  own  bed,  where  he  lay  with  his  hands  tied. 

“So  you  have  come  at  last!”  he*  growled,  glaring  at  Oi^ 
King  Brady.  “I  won’t  ask  you  how  you  got  free.  I  suppose 
it  was  Ellie’s  doings.  Now,  then,  what  are  you  going  to 
do  for  me?” 

“I  wish  I  could  put  you  in  better  temper.  Captain,”  said 
Old  King  Brady,  quietly.  “Perhaps  you  will  come  around 
to  that  bv-and-by.  In  the  meantime  I  have  come  to  report 
progress  and  to  set  you  free.” 

“Don’t  be  cross,  Dan,”  said  Ellie.  “Brady  has  done  first- 
rate.  We  have  captured  Tom  the  Tinker,  Big  Lallv  has 
gone  away,  and  all  hands  are  dead  drunk.  We  have  tied  up 
some  of  them,  and  are  going  to  tie  up  the  rest  with  your 
help.”  J| 

“Well,  I  can  give  it  to  you,”  replied  the  captain,  a  little 
more  pleasantly.  “I’ve  got  a  bullet  in  my  arm.  but  that 
don’t  amount  to  anything.  If  we  can  make  prisoners  of  all 
Ihese  fellows  we  may  jail  them  yet.” 

“Exactly,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  as  he  cut  the  cords 
which  held  the  captain  down. 

Then  the  tying  business  went  forward  again. 

Some  of  the  men  were  found  in  the  office,  and  the  bnl- 
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THE  STAGE. 

>TllK  1U)YS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN'  S  JOKE 
»K. — Containing  a  groat  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  !>v  the 
sk  tamo  us  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
thus  wonderful  little  book. 

L  N**.4r-  THE  NOYS  OP  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Vontaming  a  varied 


Urn*  Irish. 
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Assortment  ot  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
Also  end  men  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 
mt  and  amateur  shows. 

tvn  Tm-v lt1'n.li°Y  <  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  KOOK.—  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  snould  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  ‘ 


tanning  an 


or- 


joke 


amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  Ml  EPK--ON  S  JOKES.— This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
books  0's  or  puolishcd,  ftud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  79.  HOW  1  O  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No  SO.  Gl  S  Y\  ILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  la t- 
jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


No.  16.  HOW 
full  instructions 
or  country,  and 
flowers  at  home 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW 
on  cooking  ever 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN. — Containing 
for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 


TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish.  game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

cooks* 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
ere.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con- 
aining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fullv  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW"  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly 


TRICKS. — Containing  a 
amusing  electrical  tricks, 
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together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

. — No.  20.  HOW"  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  hook  just,  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  hook  published. 

No*.  35.  HOW"  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
hook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
baekgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  wittv  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW"  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
hook,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
hage.  Casino,  Fortv-Five,  Bounce,  Pedro  Saneho,  Draw  Poker, 

Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW"  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  '  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

HOW"  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
There’s  happiness  in  it. 

HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
_ society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 

\u  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

— Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
diab-'t.  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
with  many  standard  readings. 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH, 

Address  FRANK  TOUSEV,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


No.  13. 
is  a  great 
all  about. 
No. 

of  good 


oo 

•  >*  f. 


31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER. — Containing  four- 
:een  illustrations,  giving  the  d  life  rent  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  aud  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  IIOW"  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  are 
fully  explained  by  this  little  hook.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  IIOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
httie  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  IIOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  lie  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

No.  50.  IIOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  Pi IOTOGRAPTIER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  bow  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abnev. 

No.  62.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  'flow  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET. — Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  ground01  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
.should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  * 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 

OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 
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LATEST  ISSUES: 

220  The  Bradys  and  the  Three  Sheriffs;  or,  Doing  a  Turn  in  Ten¬ 
nessee. 

227  The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Smugglers ;  or,  A  Hot  Trail  on  the 

Pacific  Coast. 

228  The  Bradys’  Boomerang ;  or,  Shaking  Up  the  Wall  Street  Wire 

Tappers. 

229  The  Bradys  Among  the  Rockies ;  or,  Working  Away  Out  West. 

230  The  Bradys  and  Judge  Lynch;  or,  After  the  Arkansas  Terror. 

231  The  Bradys  and  the  Bagg  Boys;  or,  Hustling  in  the  Black  Hills. 

232  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Bangs  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Mississippi 

Steamer. 

233  The  Bradys  in  Maiden  Lane  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Diamond  Crooks. 

234  The  Bradys  and  Wells-Fargo  Case  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mon¬ 

tana  Mail. 

235  The  Bradys  and  “Bowery  Bill”  ;  or,  The  Crooks  of  Coon  Alley. 

230  The  Bradys  at  Bushel  Bend  ;  or,  Smoking  Out  the  Chinese  Smug¬ 
glers. 

237  The  Bradys  and  the  Messenger  Boy ;  or,  The  A.  D.  T.  Mystery. 

238  The  Bradys  and  the  Wire  Gang ;  or,  The  Great  Race-Track 

Swindle. 

239  The  Bradys  Among  the  Mormons ;  or,  Secret  Work  in  Salt  Lake 

City. 

240  The  Bradys  and  “Fancy  Frank”  ;  or,  The  Velvet  Gang  of  Flood 

Bar. 

241  The  Bradys  at  Battle  Cliff ;  or,  Chased  Up  the  Grand  Canyon. 

242  The  Bradys  and  “Mustang  Mike”  ;  or,  The  Man  With  the  Branded 

Hand. 

243  The  Bradys  at  Gold  Hill ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Man  from 

Montana. 

244  The  Bradys  and  Pilgrim  Pete ;  or,  The  Tough  Sports  of  Terror 

Gulch. 

245  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Eagle  Express ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the 

Frisco  Flyer. 

246  The  Bradys  and  Hi-Lo-Jak :  or.  Dark  Deeds  in  Chinatown. 

217  The  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Rangers ;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Green 

Goods  Fakirs. 

248  The  Bradys  and  “Simple  Sue”  ;  or,  The  Keno  Queen  of  Sawdust 

City. 

249  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Wizard ;  or,  the  Cash  That  Did 

Not  Come. 

250  The  Bradys  and  Cigarette  Charlie ;  or,  the  Smoothest  Crook  in 

the  World. 

251  The  Bradys  at  Bandit  Gulch  ;  or,  From  Wall  Street  to  the  Far 

West. 

252  The  Bradys  in  the  Foot-Hills  ;  or,  The  Blue  Band  of  Hard  Luck 

Gulch. 

253  The  Bradys  and  Brady  the  Banker ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Old 

Santa  Fe  Trail. 

254  The  Bradys'  Graveyard  Clue  ;  or,  Dealings  With  Doctor  Death. 

255  The  Bradys  and  “Lonely  Luke”  ;  or,  The  Hard  Gang  of  Hard¬ 

scrabble. 

250  The  Bradys  and  Tombstone  Tom  :  or,  A  Hurry  Call  from  Arizona. 

257  The  Bradys’  Backwoods  Trail ;  or,  Landing  the  Log  Rollers 

Gang. 

258  The  Bradys  and  “Joe  Jinger”  ;  or,  The  Clew  in  the  Convict  Camp. 

259  The  Bradys  at  Madman's  Roost ;  or,  A  Clew  from  the  Golden 

Gate. 

260  The  Bradys  and  the  Border  Band ;  or,  Six  Weeks’  Work  Along 

the  Line. 

261  The  Bradys  in  Sample  City;  or,  The  Gang  of  the  Silver  Seven. 

262  The  Bradys’  Mott  Street  Mystery  ;  or,  The  Case  of  Mrs.  Ching 

Chow. 

263  The  Bradys’  Black  Butte  Raid  ;  or.  Trailing  the  Idaho  “Terror.” 

264  The  Bradys  and  Jockey  Joe  ;  or.  Crooked  Work  at  the  Racetrack. 

265  The  Bradys  at  Kicking  Horse  Canyon  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Can¬ 

adian  Pacific. 


266  The  Bradys  and  “Black  Jack”  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Negro  Crooks. 

267  The  Bradys’  Wild  West  Clew  ;  or,  Knocking  About  Nevada. 

268  The  Bradys’  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Black 

Hills. 

269  The  Bradys  and  “Humpy  Hank”  ;  or,  The  Silver  Gang  of  Shasta. 

270  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Dockery;  or,  The  Secret  Band  of  Seven. 

271  The  Bradys'  Western  Raid  ;  or,  Trailing  A  “Bad”  MtLn  to  Texas. 

272  The  Bradys  at  Fort  Yuma ;  or,  The  Mix-up  with  the  “King  of 

Mexico.” 

273  The  Bradys  and  the  Bond  King;  or,  Working  on  a  Wall  Street 

Case. 

274  The  Bradys  and  Fakir  Fred;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  County 

Fair. 

275  The  Bradys’  California  Call  ;  or,  Hot  Work  in  Ilangtown. 

276  The  Bradys’  Million  Dollar  Camp ;  or,  Rough  Times  in  Rattle¬ 

snake  Canyon. 

277  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Hounds  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Midas 

Mine. 

278  The  Bradys  Up  Bad  River  ;  or,  After  the  Worst  Man  of  All. 

279  The  Bradys  and  “Uncle  Hiram”  ;  or,  Hot  Work  with  a  Hayseed 

Crook. 

280  The  Bradys  and  Kid  King;  or.  Tracking  the  Arizona  Terror. - 

281  The  Bradys’  Chicago  Clew ;  or,  Exposing  the  Board  of  Trade 

Crooks. 

282  The  Bradys  and  Silver  King ;  or,  After  the  Man  of  Mystery. 

283  The  Bradys’  Hard  Struggle ;  or,  The  Search  for  the  Missing 

Fingers. 

284  The  Bradys  in  Sunflower  City ;  or.  After  “Bad”  Man  Brown. 

285  The  Bradys  and  “Wild  Bill”  ;  or,  The  Sharp  Gang  of  Sundown. 

286  The  Bradys  in  the  Saddle  ;  or,  Chasing  “Broncho  Bill.” 

287  The  Bradys  and  the  Mock  Millionaire  ;  or,  The  Trail  which  Led 

to  Tuxedo. 

288  The  Bradys’  Wall  Street  Trail  ;  or.  The  Matter  of  X-Y-Z. 

289  The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits'  Gold ;  or,  Secret  Work  in  the 

Southwest. 

290  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Thunderbolt  ;  or,  Daring  Work  in  Death 

Valley. 

291  The  Bradys’  Trip,  to  Chinatown  ;  or,  Trailing  an  Opium  Fiend. 

292  The  Bradys  and*  Diamond  Dan;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Job:; 

Street  Jewels. 

293  The  Bradys  on  Badman’s  Island ;  or,  Trapping  the  Texas  “Ter¬ 

ror.” 

294  The  Bradys  and  the  Hop  Hitters  ;  or,  Among  the  Opium  Fiends 

of  ’Frisco. 

29  5  The  Bradys  and  “Boston  Ben;”  or,  Tracking  a  Trickster  to  Tennessee. 
29  6  The  Bradys'  Latest  “Bad”  Man;  or.  The  Case  of  Idaho  Ike. 

29  7  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  “Wonder”;  or.  The  Keen  Detectives 
Quick  Case. 

29  8  The  Bradys’  Call  to  Kansas;  or,  The  Matter  of  Marshal  Mundy. 

29  9  The  Bradys  and  Old  Bill  Battle;  or.  After  the  Colorado  Coiners. 

30  0  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  from  Wall  Street;  or,  The  Strange  Disappear¬ 

ance  of  Capt.  Carew. 

301  The  Bradys  and  Big  Bart  Brown;  or,  Trapping  the  “Terror”  of  Toddle- 
ton. 

30  2  The  Bradys  and  the  ’Frisco  Fakirs;  or,  The  Boy  who  was  Lost  in 
Chinatown. 

30  3  The  Bradys  and  ‘Klondike  Kate’;  or,  The  Hurry  Call  from  Dawson. 

304  The  Bradys  and  “Pullman  Pete”;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Chicago 
Special. 

3  0  5^  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Prince;  or,  The  Boy  who  Broke  the 
Brokers. 

30  6  The  Bradys  and  the  Belle  of  Bolton;  or,  The  Search  for  the  Lost  Frisco 
Liner. 

30  7  The  Bradys  and  the  Bingo  Boys;  or.  The  Trail  that  Led  to  Hangtown. 

308  'the  Bradys  and  the  Brokers’  Club;  or.  Solving  a  Wall  Street  Mysterr  -  . 

309  The  Bradys  and  “Bad  Buzzard”;  or,  The  Fight  for  the  Five  Forks  Aline 

310  The  Bradys  and  the  Chinese  Prince;  or,  The  Latest  Mott  Street  Mys  ery 
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PLUCK  AND.  LUCK,  No's...  . 
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